Sails over ice by Bartlett, Bob, 1875-1946


SAILS OVER ICE
Commodore .James B. Ford
whose friendship and generosity made many expeditions possible.
SAILS OVER ICE
By
Captain "Bob" Bartlett
With a foreword
By Lawrence Perry
CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS
NEW YORK . LONDON
19S4
COPYUGBT,1934,BY
CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS
Printed in the United States of America
AU rights resm'ed. No part o/this book
may be reproduced in any form without
the permission o/Charles Scribner's Sons
WITH GRATITUDE FOR THE GENEROSITY
THAT BROUGHT ME MY SCHOONER
MORRISSEY, I DEDICATE THIS BOOK
TO THE LATE COMMODORE JAMES B.
FORD, A TRUE FRIEND, A REAL SAILOR-
MAN, AND THE KINDEST AND GREATEST
MAN I HAVE EVER KNOWN.
ROBERT A. BARTLETT.

FOREWORD
SOMEyears ago, through the generosity of the late
Commodore Ford of the Larchmont Yacht Club, a
great man whom I loved and admired in my contacts
with him while I was editor of the magazine Yachting,
Captain Robert A. Bartlett became owner and skipper
of the little schooner Effie M. Morrissey. Since that
time h~ has used her every summer for trips into the
Arctic regions, and in the course of the years he has
run into adventures of many sorts. He has been lucky
enough to come through, but it has often been touch and
go.
This book is the story of the Morrissey since he has
owned her. The life of a sailing vessel, it seems to me,
is much like that of a human being . In it are to be found
tragedy, comedy, humor, adventure, blended as they
might be in any individual. It is so with the Morrissey.
I have read her story with the deepest interest, and I
have loved the sea ever since I can remember. Inci-
dentally, in more than a quarter of a century of news-
paper work I have learned a lot about life, and I know
whereof I speak when I liken the Morrissey's existence
to that of a person.
Bob Bartlett is a sailor, and not a story teller. Here
is set down what happened to the Morrissey, as he saw
it, a plain and unvarnished yarn of salt water and ice.
It is a biography of a sturdy and faithful schooner, that
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has many times at his behest taken him into places where
it was extremely dangerous for him to be, and then has
brought him safely back again.
It is to me a fascinating tale, a real man's story of a
real man's vessel, and the Morrissey is the heroine.
Ladies and gentlemen, I give you the Effie M. Morrissey.
Bob Bartlett doesn't drink, so he can't very well propose
the toast. But I can, and it should be drunk in "New
England rum of the finest."
LAWRENCE PERRY.
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CHAPTER ONE
CODFISHING OFF LABRADOR, 1925
F OR T Y years ago a workman in the yard ofJ. F. James and Sons, on the bank of the EssexRiver, drove a last swift blow with a sledge
hammer under the keel, and a schooner slid gracefully
into the .water . No more graceful, trim, staunch nor
able craft than the Effie 1J'[. 1J'[ornssey, which was her
name, was ever launched from this famous shipyard,
and the men who built her knew it. In that day ship-
wrights built sailing vessels with a real pride in their
work, and with more than a touch of genius. I believe
that any modern schooner would have broken to pieces
in a twentieth of the pounding the 1J'[orrissey has taken.
No one anywhere builds vessels like the Morrissey now.
No gasoline or Diesel engines for her; no fancy wire
rigging; no turnbuckles. She was just a good, honest,
beautiful craft. Her masts were seventy-four and sev-
enty-six foot sticks from the pine forests of Maine, and
her booms, gaffs, and bowsprit came from the same
place. Locust treenails and Swedish iron fastening the
white oak knees and stanchions and the white pine deck
made the whole one common bond of security.
Noone knows the merits of the Morrissey better than
I, for I have taken her all over the north Atlantic and
Pacific in summer, autumn, spring, and winter gales,
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and I have found her living up to the fullest and finest
traditions of her master builder. He did his work well,
and when the northwesters came howling out of the
Arctic, and down across the rugged Canadian shores
with the power of unlimited momentum behind them,
the lI-forrisseynever failed to justify my faith in her. I
loved that schooner the first minute I clapped eyes on
her, and that feeling has grown ever since.
She was built for old Skipper Morrissey, the most
famous fish killer of his day in Gloucester, and the best
was none too good for him, or for the gang that shipped
with him. He wanted her for the Grand Banks. Those
were the days of iron men and wooden ships, and what a
team they made! Where Skipper Morrissey wanted to
go, his schooner took him-yes, and brought him back,
too, all shipshape and Bristol fashion.
I remember one of my bos'ns in a gale in the Gulf
Stream saying, "What a schooner! What a schooner!
With all this deck load and canvas and the engine going
in this blow, and no pumping. 'Vhy, sir, last winter in
a brand new two-masted schooner running rum off the
Long Island coast we had the pump going all the time.
But she was not from Essex, Massachusetts, sir." A
yard doesn't get a reputation like that without earning
it, but when it turns out vessels like the "Jforrissey it
can't help having a good name.
How did I come to own the Morrissey? The answer
to that question is a story, and here it is: a year or two
after the Armistice found me without a job, and with
no money save an endowment or two not then due. And
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when they did mature I needed that cash to square up
my debts. It seemed an awful thing to me then, but
today it is apparently fashionable and the thing to do,
to owe money. It stamps you as having the brains to
get away with it, I guess.
Anyway, it was at this time, in the New York Yacht
Club on West 44th Street, on the starboard side of the
lower deck, that I had the pleasure and the good fortune
to dine with James B. Ford, vice-president of the
United States Rubber Company, and commodore of the
Larchmont Yacht Club. And what a man he was I
Bearded, thick-set, gruff of voice, he combined the
shellback with the man of big business . . . and with
the philanthropist. The old gentleman asked me what
I was doing, and evidently his keen, appraising eye,
looking over my clothes, told him I wasn't very
prosperous, although I thought I looked well rigged.
If I didn't, it was only partly due to my being broke.
Living alone and having no one to take an interest in
you can do it. That is where a woman comes in, but
somehow I couldn't hold any woman's interest long
enough, which is my loss. When they like us most, so
I have observed, they are the most critical, and that
keeps a fellow looking shipshape.
Well, I told the commodore that I wasn't doing any-
thing, and he asked me why I didn't get a schooner and
go cod fishing or seal hunting, or something, because the
way I was I seemed like a lost soul in hell. He was
right, but I told him I couldn't raise enough money to
buy a rowboat, let alone a schooner.
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"Forget about money," he said. "You go find a
schooner, and when you've got her, let me know." Just
like that. When I had recovered sufficiently to act like a
normal human being, we went into the model room of
the club, where I tried to tell him how much I appre-
ciated his interest in me, and his willingness to buy me
a schooner. He just waved me away, shook his head as
though he didn't want to be thanked, and bade me good
night. I can still see him walking off just as plainly as
though I had but now come from the club. A great
man, Commodore Ford, and a good friend to me. He
loved the sea, and I mean the sea of the old days. He
never had a motor launch aboard his yacht. Not he. He
had a gig, and the men tossed their oars when he came
aboard, too.
As I had managed to get a lecture engagement in
Boston a week or so later, I boarded a train to Glouces-
ter to look over the schooners there. MyoId friend Ben
Smith, of Gordon, Pew, had gone to his reward, and I
knew no one in the famous fishing town any more, but
Lloyd Hayes of the Boston City Club told me that Cap-
tain Clayton Morrissey and Captain Ben Pine were there
at the time, so up I went to Cape Ann on a dull, gray
December day, and strolled around the water front,
talking to merchants and agents.
They weren't much help to me. Somehow it seemed
that they didn't want their schooners to leave Glouces-
ter, and I didn't waste much time on them when I
sensed this attitude. Clayton Morrissey wasn't home
when I called, so I went down to where the Columbia,
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the old cup defender-not the sloop, but the schooner-
was tied up. A man was standing on the wharf, and I
engaged him in conversation about Columbia. He didn't
give her a very good name, perhaps because he had a
grudge against the owners, and I finally went aboard.
She had no power, and I began to think of the expense
of putting an engine in her. It was in my mind to go
into the far north country, where a motor is indispen-
sable. And for a number of other reasons the Columbia
did not make much of an impression on me.
None the less, I called again on Captain Morrissey,
and this time found him at home. We went together to
Ben Pine's store, after which the three of us inspected
the schooner. I was even less keen for her now than
I had been, and when they told me the price was
$25,000 I knew it was all off. I made an offer more as
evidence of good faith than anything else. They re-
fused it, and I left Gloucester.
It was then I remembered the Morrissey. I had seen
her a year or so before when on a visit home. With her
newly painted black hull, her scraped and oiled spars,
and her white masthead she had looked good to me. I
remarked to my sister at the time that I wished I owned
her. She was old, but I was told by a carpenter friend
that her bottom was as sound as the day she slipped into
the Essex River, and that her stanchions, deck, and
spars were in excellent shape. I was in Chicago lecturing
shortly after this visit to Gloucester, when suddenly the
idea came to me that I had to have that schooner. I
communicated with my cousin, Harold Bartlett, who
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owned her, asking if she was for sale, and if so, what the
price was. He replied that he would sell her for $6000,
so when I returned to New York I called on Com-
modore Ford and told him what I had learned.
His only comment was that as she was registered in
Newfoundland I might have some difficulty in claiming
ownership, I being a naturalized citizen of the United
States. But he gave me a check for $6000 and then, as
I was leaving, called me back and told me to sit down.
For ten minutes at least not a word was said, and then
he broke the silence to tell me that if I ran into difficulty
in regard to the registry to let him know.
"Perhaps I might get you a life membership in the
New York Yacht Club," he mused. "Then the Mor-
rissey would be a yacht flying the club burgee."
For fully three minutes I was speechless. When I
did get my breath I asked permission to speak.
"Sir," I said, "it's wonderful, all this. But I am
going to use her for fishing, and much as I would like
to be a life member of the New York Yacht Club, and
have the Morrissey there, it wouldn't do. I am a poor
man, and I will always be one, and I realize that I
would be out of place in the club without money to keep
up my end of the plank. No one but a man of means
could survive long in that atmosphere."
"VeIl, sir, he smiled for a minute, and then burst into
a roar of laughter, waving his hand in a manner abso-
lutely characteristic of him, and he was still chuckling
when I left him. I got together every dollar I could lay
my hands on, and about the 1st of June took passage to
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Brigus. Father was on the Labrador, but mother was
home, and I spent a few days with her while waiting for
the lJforrisseu to make port. The schooner arrived
shortly, and was moored in the harbor. I remember
standing on the wharf looking at her, at my schooner,
as happy as a youngster with a new toy. And as she lay
there I wouldn't have traded her for the finest craft ever
built.
I had no fishing gear, and this had to be arranged. It
struck me that our family was not doing very well with
the fishing these days. The age was changing. My
father had built up the fishing centre at Turnavik many
years before, and for a long time carried on with great
success. But now the men he had around him were
growing old and staying home. It was hard to get the
right sort of crew to carryon. And one summer,
owing to bad ice conditions, he drew blank. The cod did
not come in to the coast around Turnavik, and instead
of the usual catch of from 10,000 to 12,000 quintals of
fish he got exactly 94 quintals. He was delayed in
getting back to port, and that made it worse.
Father never recuperated from this loss, although he
kept on fighting to come back. He went deeper and
deeper in the red until at length everything was mort-
gaged to the Bonnys. The firm, especially Sir Edgar
Bonny and his stepson, John Shannon, were very kind
to us, but there had to be an end some time, and I could
see it coming. I got into communication with father
and my brother 'Vill, who were still going to Turnavik
every summer, and the result was that I went to the
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Bonnys with a bid for fishing gear and also for the
Turnavik property. I couldn't offer much, for I had
very little money, but they were exceedingly generous,
and we made a deal. And I was the proud possessor of
a schooner, with all necessary equipment for fishing,
and our family again had the Turnavik station.
It is strange how things put themselves in the way of
our destinies, only to be swept aside. Just before I got
the Morrissey something of that sort came up, and if it
had worked out the whole course of my life would have
been changed. But I believe it was written in the record
that I was to have my little schooner. What happened
was this:
Just before the deal for the Morrissey was arranged
I visited the American Museum of Natural History,
and chatted with its president, Henry Fairfield Osborn.
We began talking about cruising in the north, and he
asked me how I would like to go there as captain of
Harrison Williams' yacht Warrior. I expressed in-
terest in the idea, and a few days later Mr. 'Villiams
called me. He offered me command of the Warrior at
a handsome salary, a sum that dazzled me so much that
I tentatively accepted.
But once out of his office I wasn't so sure about it.
I went over to the Tebo Basin in Brooklyn to look at
the Warrior, and when I saw her my heart sank. She
was as big as an ocean liner, and all over her, from stem
to stern, swarmed an army of stewards, sailors, pas-
sengers, and delivery boys. She was a beautiful sight,
but I knew there was too much cod and seal oil smeared
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over me for such a command. And when I heard the
chief steward and the designers giving the captain
orders I knew this floating hotel wasn't for me.
I didn't know what to do about it, and I played my
last trump. I needed advice badly, and I went where I
knew I could get it, to Commodore Ford. I told him
the situation, and he thought it over for a while. Then
he settled the whole thing with one brief sentence.
"Who the hell told you that you knew anything about
a yacht?" he roared.
Weli, I knew before I went to his office that I had
no knowledge of that sort of seafaring, and I realized
that the old gentleman had put his finger on the weak
spot. My misgivings were swept .away, and I went
straight back to Mr. Williams and told him why I
couldn't command the Worrior . He was mighty nice
about it, and we parted good friends.
And so that was off, and now here I was in Brigus.
I made as many inquiries as possible about my new
schooner: how she behaved in good weather, in a blow,
running, reaching, hove to; whether she sailed better
trimmed by the head, or on an even keel, or by the
stern; whether, when hove to, she rode better to a rag
of mainsail or to the riding sail; whether she managed
better in heavy weather under single reefed, double
reefed, or whole foresail; if she was lazy in stays. In
gtting under way did she pick up speed quickly? Of
course, these are the things you must find out for your-
self about your own craft, but none the less it helps to
get other slants on it.
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And at last we were ready to go. On the wharf were
many old skippers, and you know that retired seafar ing
men are as critical as a lot of old women. I imag ine
they were wondering whether I could get the lJlorrissey
out of the cove with an onshore wind. I was none too
sure myself, for I hadn't handled a schooner since I
commanded father's Osprey, twenty-four years before,
and I had become so accustomed to grabbing the han-
dles of the engine-room telegraph when I wanted to go
somewhere that making canvas and wind take you was
practically a new sensation.
We had one of the old-fashioned barrel windlasses
aboard-I saw one a few years ago aboard the whaling
ship Morgan on the estate of Colonel E. H. R. Green
at Round Hill, l\:Iass.-and we hove the anchor short.
We put the mainsail on her, then the foresail, took the
stops off the jumbo and the jib, cast to port, and off
we went. I was at the wheel, and I looked astern to see
the crowd on the wharf waving their caps. No one of
them could have done it better, and believe me, sir,
Captain Peel of the Mauretania backing out of the
Cunard pier at N ew York couldn't be any more proud
of his vessel and of himself than I was when the M or-
rissey layover to it and began to foot along with a
bone in her teeth.
Before leaving, I had received a wire from Mr. and
Mrs. Worden, of the American Museum of Natural
History, telling me that they contemplated taking a
trip up the Labrador, with a cruise to Gr eenland if
time and weather permitted. They wanted me to take
[10 ]
FISHING OFF LABRADOR, 1925
them in the 1'[orrissef, but as I had already decided on
the codfishing venture, I was forced to wire my regrets.
Their message gave me an idea, though, for the future,
and the 1'[orrisseu has been engaged in scientific work
every summer but one since. Had I known of the
Wordens' plans earlier I should have been able to save
myself a good deal of money lost fishing. But then, you
never can tell what might have happened. I guess, as
I hinted before, that things go in this world pretty much
as they are ordered, and if it had been meant for me to
go cruising, that is what I would have done. Anyway,
I had a grand time fishing, with many interesting ex-
periences, and it may be that more people were helped
and served than if I had gone and done something else.
And we were on our way, carrying clear weather with
us to within a few miles south of the White Bear Isl-
ands. Then came the fog, with light northerly winds,
which brought us into loose ice and many bergs on the
shoal ground between Bull Dog Island and the Bears.
Fog and swell, with hardly any wind, make unpleasant
conditions in these grim northern latitudes for a vessel
dependent on sail alone. Somehow the currents and
swell seem to drag you onto the cold, stark walls of ice.
Many vessels have worked off a lee shore only to run
afoul of a berg, and the curtain has come down. More
than a few ships in berg-infested waters have died that
way. Sometimes their people escape the crash and the
sinking only to give up to exposure before they can be
rescued.
'Ve had a pretty tough time of it, even though the
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night was short. The cold, dank fog blinded us and
almost froze the marrow in our bones. Bergs, and
worse, the dirty-looking growlers, low, fiat ice fioe~,
were all around us, and we were on the jump tacking to
keep clear. I was pretty busy, but I found time to
wonder whether the good old Morrissey would ever go
into stays when we tacked to clear some icy obstacle, or
whether we might find ourselves suddenly trapped, with
no place to go. On several occasions, in the dark and
fog, it looked as though we had got into a bad fix, for
we had to carry full sail to get steerage way in the light
air, and any smash would have stove a hole in us, but we
always managed to clear.
And the slatting! That great sixty-eight foot main
boom was slamming back and forth like Neptune's scythe
as the swell rolled us almost from beam to beam. This
put a terrific strain on the guy tackles and the main
sheet, and I never have known how the mast stayed in
her. That sort of wear is hard on sails, and it's ex-
pensive, too, for no amount of chafing gear can keep the
canvas from taking a bad beating.
Another difficulty was that our hull wasn't sheathed
for protection against ice. In consequence I had to be
doubly careful about growlers and bergs, for if we hit
one right, the Morrissey would go to Davy Jones's
Locker in a brace of shakes. With a sailing vessel, as
I have said, you must keep headway so you can steer.
And while you don't dare to drive her, neither do you
dare to luff along, or reef down. I guess the best thing
is just to sail, keep a good lookout, and pray.
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One thing is sure: familiarity doesn't breed contempt
of ice bergs. They are beautiful things, seen at a dis-
tance. At the Pennsylvania Avenue entrance to the
National Museum, "\Vashington, I have often lingered
and studied that marvellous painting of a berg that is,
or used to be, hung there. It is called "Grim, Silent
Spectres of the North." It is so realistic that you can
see the swells washing over its smooth, greenish-white
sides. You can see it sink ponderously into the hollow
of the seas, to surge mightily up again. But they are
less beautiful and a lot more fearsome when you are
trying to weather them in a sailing vessel.
I remember one experience I had when I was mate
of the Windward. This was the auxiliary steam whaler
that brought Jackson, of the J ackson-Harmund expedi-
tion, to Franz Josef Land, and it was the same JVind-
ward that took N ansen and Johansen from there to
Norway. Sir Alfred Harmsworth, afterward Lord
N orthcliffe, gave her to Admiral Peary after the J ack-
son expedition. He had her sailed to N ew York in the
spring of 1898, and in July we sailed for the north.
On the afternoon of which I am thinking, we were
running north off the Greenland coast in the track of
bergs coming out of the fjords. There were two men
beside myself in the watch, one at the large single wheel.
The bridge was at the forward end of the poop, about
eight feet above the deck, and extending from rail to
rail. The helmsman couldn't see ahead, and as the other
hand and myself were aloft taking in the main top-
gallantsail, no one was on the lookout. After working
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hard to get the sail on the yard and secured, I took a
look around. It was snowing hard, and I nearly fell to
the deck as a berg loomed close under our lee bow. We
were making about eight knots, using the engine and
sails.
I can make some noise with my voice when the situa-
tion warrants it, and I let go with a hail that made Tom
Hickey, the helmsman, think a bomb had exploded. It
startled him some, but it put him on his toes, too, and I
yelled again, telling him not to let her fall off an inch
to leeward. Fortunately the wind was free, and by luff-
ing her up we didn't have to start the brails. Jimmy
'Vay was with me on the yard, and after my roar to
the helmsman neither of us said a word. 'Ve held our
breath and sort of mentally pushed our vessel up to
windward until she slid by, with perhaps a few feet to
spare. Then we heaved a sigh of relief, and at that we
didn't know how lucky we were until daylight came,
when a light southwester came in, and under easy canvas
we worked into the bay through more bergs than this
pair of salty eyes have ever gazed upon. How in the
name of God we kept clear of all those congealed W 001-
worth buildings through the murk of that late after-
noon and night is something I'll never be able to tell
you.
Of course, we did have power in the Windward, but
we had none in the lJ'Iorrisseu, and we were in a some-
what similar position. I was worried sick with fear of
losing her, but all's well that ends well, and we anchored
in Sloop Cove five days out of Brigus, which was not
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a bad run. A good deal of ice was in the runs and in
the cove itself, but we managed to work in far enough
to get out of its way. And better still, we discovered
that the cod and the caplin had come in. Some fisher-
men there told us they had had but a day or two of
trapping, and that they had done well.
The words were hardly out of their mouths when the
wind hauled to the north and ice blocked the coast, but
this lasted only a day or two, and when a light south-
west breeze worked in we were able to put down a cod
trap. We did not intend to remain here, but ice and
wind conditions forced a stay upon us, so we improved
our time by catching fifty or sixty quintals of cod. We
were forced to stay close to our trap, for when the tide
changed it brought the ice in with it, and ice can wreck
a $1000 trap in a few seconds. When the ice came in,
the trap came out, and that was all there was to it. 'Ve
could leave the moorings, however, sinking them on the
bottom.
You have to choose your spot for setting the trap.
There are what are known as choice berths, where the
fish swim closer together, and are found more often
than in other places. Men leave home early in the season
and come up the coast at the cost of untold hardships,
trying to reserve the best spots. This means added ex-
pense, too, but the game is worth the candle and often
pays heavy dividends, with full holds at an early date,
and a good chance to be first on the market, getting the
best prices. .
But it isn't a sure thing. Sometimes the cod don't
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come in the cove where the choice berths are, and in that
case no one gets any fish. And sometimes a berg will
come in and ground in a good spot, ruining a man's
chances for the season. It's pretty hard to have to sit
by and see your hopes of a prosperous cruise go glim-
mering through this cruel trick of nature. But when
you're going out to wrest your living from nature,
you've got to expect a fight. And yet it is such a hard
battle most of the time, against such odds, that you
wonder why men still do it.
I have asked myself, who ought to know, and the
best I can get is theory. Men who go down to the sea
in ships ask no odds of the elements. The very uncer-
tainty of it has a strong appeal. And real men like a
good fight. If they didn't, the race would have vanished
from the earth a thousand years ago. We grumble and
we crab, and we curse, but we come back for more .
Man is, as far as I have been able to see, a killer, and a
waster, and a destroyer. He takes the beauties of nature
and replaces them with ugliness. But he will fight, and
he does fight, against any and all odds. It's one of the
few things that makes him worthy of respect.
Speaking of fighting, the fishermen frequently battle
one another when these cod berths are at stake. They
are good, honest scraps, but not too harmful. It is a
wonder, though, that no murders have been committed
over them. Once in a while some one gets hit over the
head with a boathook, but usually some sensible fellow
is on hand to straighten things out. In the fall, when
the voyage is made and the men gather in Newfound-
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land, you hear of law suits over cod berths, but as a
rule the parties to the action have forgotten their bitter-
ness by that time, and the judge talks them out of the
suit.
We remained at Sloop Cove a few days, and then
the southwester came in strongly enough to clear the
coast of ice, giving me a chance to work farther north.
I was a fool to go, but I had stubbornly set my mind on
Turnavik, and I wouldn't give up the idea. Indications
pointed to a good season where we were. The schooners
that did -stay loaded early and were able to fare home
with the new fish in fine time. I didn't get to port until
late October, when it was too late to ship away to
market. Well, it was my own fault, for my crew was
against leaving. But I was going to be the captain of
the Morrissey, and we hove up.
At that we came close to not getting out of Sloop
Cove. The wind was light, and we were having our
difficulties keeping clear of ice. A large berg had gone
aground on the north point of the Cove, and as we
neared it the light airs off the land caught the mainsail,
gybed us and threw our bow toward the shore. Before
we could do a thing she struck the spur of the berg,
which began to roll. Pieces of ice weighing tons fell
from the top of it, crashing into the water around us.
I was at the wheel and, believe me, I was frightened.
I'd look up and see one of those blocks, as big as an
automobile, slide free and then hurtle down, to dis-
appear under the surface with a tremendous splash, and
then bob up again with tremendous force. Had one of
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them struck the Morrissey's deck it would have gone
right on through and wrecked us.
As the berg rolled, I feared that the spur would lift
us clean out-of water, staving in our bottom. But at this
crucial moment, with the schooner's fate depending on
chance, the wind struck in, the sails filled, and we slid
ahead over the obstruction. We got clear with not a
second to spare, for as our stern pulled away a real
shower of loose ice, great chunks as hard and sharp and
heavy as Vermont marble, thundered down into the
water where we had been. There would have been no
chance for the Morrissey, or for us. It was an alarming
start, but we managed to get away with it.
So many situations like this arise at sea. I have
known hundreds of them, and so has anyone who has
done much sailing. A combination of circumstances
arises that can easily destroy your vessel, and you get
out of it by good luck, good management, and ex-
perience earned in the game. Telling about it after-
wards, it doesn't sound like much. After all, nothing
serious actually happened. But you know that it might,
had any little thing slipped up, have been the end of
you and your little craft, as it has been the end of many
a brave vessel. .
Turnavik was one hundred miles away, and it took
us several days to make it. Old Tom Evans, our care-
taker, came aboard, but I hadn't been in since 1916, his
eyesight was poor, and he didn't place me at first. But
once he knew who I was we had a fine talk, going over
all the gossip of the Labrador. We also talked about
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the cod, for I was getting a little anxious. It was get-
ting along into July and none had made an appearance,
although the caplin had arrived. Things didn't look
very promising to me, even if my brother Will and the
trapmaster said they thought well of the outlook. I
wasn't so sure. Here we were, with plenty of gear, and
a wide area of sea to ourselves, with men who knew the
fishing grounds thoroughly, confronted with the danger
of not getting even a fair voyage. Our motor boats
greatly simplified handling the traps, enabling the men
to go off and get back before I had missed them, but
that didn't help in bringing in fish that weren't there.
The upshot of it was that I decided to go still farther
north.
We began taking up the traps on a Saturday, which
meant that we did no work the following day. It was
the rule to abstain from all manual labor on Sunday,
some of the men refusing from religious convictions, but
the majority because they felt that if they broke the
rule they would end up working seven days a week.
That Sunday made a lot of difference to us, too, for
the day's delay held us at Turnavik until Tuesday
afternoon, and the fresh southerly that had been blow-
ing since Saturday petered out at just about the time
we towed, using three motor boats, out of the harbor
tickle. A schooner passing Turnavik early Monday
morning, running before the southerly, made Cape
Mugford in twenty-four hours. And when we got there
this same vessel had laid in noo quintals of cod. Ten
days it took us, what with calms, light head winds, and
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a strong southerly current. Had the men worked on
Sunday, we'd have done it in a little more than one
day. There you have the uncertainty of operating a
windjammer.
As it was, a week's stay at Mugford netted us three
hundred quintals, of which fifty were given us by Cap-
tain Roberts, who commanded the schooner that did in
one day what we required ten to do, in exchange for a
few hogsheads of salt. I talked things over with him,
and we agreed that the trapping was almost done for
the season, in this place, anyway. And so I determined
to sail on north to Saglek Bay. This found little favor
with my crew, but I was bound to find the fish, and we
hove up and got out of the harbor, to slat around in a
heavy swell and no wind.
The more we rolled, the larger grew that sixty-eight
foot boom in my thoughts. I remembered Victor
Hugo's story of the cannon taking charge of the deck.
Well, sir, if that boom ever got away from us in that
light air and heavy swell, we would be able to tell M.
Hugo something about troubles of that sort-if we lived
long enough, and were able to save the hull. I'm posi-
tive the masts would have gone overboard like match
sticks. No rigging could have stood that strain. Later
in the voyage the boom did get away from us, but in
different circumstances.
Fortunately for us, the falling tide carried us far
enough offshore for us to pick up a light breeze, and
eventually, late in August, we dropped anchor in Sag-
lek Bay. I had been there thirty years before in the
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Osprey, and in the three harbors of St. John's Island.
Then there were about a hundred schooners. Now there
were two. One of them, Captain White commanding,
had arrived early in the season and had just about filled
up. The other, belonging to Captain George Barbour,
a three-masted schooner, had got there two days before
us. White, a thoroughly experienced man, believed the
run of fish was over, but he thought we might get a
week's trapping, and he offered us two of his choice
berths, also volunteering to leave one of his traps in the
water for us. I declined the latter suggestion, partly
because I had enough traps, and partly because of an
experience this skipper told me.
He had loaned one of his traps to a Brigus man many
years before, of course expecting to get it back, dried,
cleaned, and mended, at the close of the season. But he
had a lot of trouble getting it back at all, and when he
succeeded it was in poor shape. I t was the old story of
selfishness, thoughtlessness, and greed, which I believe
cause most of the trouble in this old world of ours. If
people would realize that in doing mean things they
hurt themselves just as much as the other fellow, they
might be more considerate. It usually works out that
way at sea, anyway.
Had I been in desperate need of traps I might have
taken his, for he knew my father and he knew me, and
was sure he would get it back in good shape. As things
stood, I thought it better not to do it. I thanked him
for his kindness, however, and soon he sailed away,
bound for home. Captain Barbour followed him after
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the first week in September, and we had the place to
ourselves, save for a family of Eskimos in the cove.
Fishing was no part of their worries, for their golden
age had dawned. Fur was bringing big prices, and they
lived on what they earned hunting. And they lived well.
They had a gasoline launch, with plenty of fuel, and
they putt-putted all over the place all day long. Gaso-
line cost a dollar a gallon, but that was only a drop in
the bucket with silver fox bringing from $250 to $2000
apiece. The Eskimos had neither oars nor sails, and if
the motor went dead, they were too damned lazy to do
a thing about it, except wait for something to turn up.
We towed them in a couple of times when they broke
do~n, I remember.
It was while we were in Saglek Bay that I met Varick
Frissell, that child-hearted lover of the northland, a
gentle, eager-eyed giant. He first came to Labrador
with Doctor Grenfell, and then went seal hunting in
the Newfoundland steamers. He grew to love the life,
and spent a lot of time in the north. On this occasion
he had come up the coast with Captain Barbour, and I
first saw him when he appeared alongside in a leaky
skiff, and asked permission to make pictures. I was
glad enough to have him aboard, although I didn't
cotton much to the picture idea, as I had lots of cleaning
up to do. But he cheerfully offered to lend a hand, and
when we finished the job we turned to photography. I
asked him to stay for lunch, which he did, and we
enjoyed ourselves hugely. He declined an invitation to
supper, but when I hold him we were having venison
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for dinner the next day, he accepted with a good deal
of promptness, particularly when I added that we had
fresh vegetables brought from Brigus by the mail boat,
as well as canned milk and other delicacies he didn 't
have on Barbour's schooner.
I saw a great deal of him, and liked him well. He was
one of that Labrador fraternity of which everyone has
heard so much praise-and just praise, too. George
Williams, who gave me the venison, was another. He
had been visiting in these parts for a quarter of a cen-
tury, and knows more about the salmon pools and rivers
than anyone alive today. He has, in addition, a caribou
head with fifty-one points, which is pretty close to being
a record.
By this time the trapping was absolutely done', so I
had the traps put on shore, for the rain and the dew to
clean, and we started jigging for the eod in the motor
boats. Weather conditions were fine, and we didn't miss
a day. Most of the fishing was done under the 'high,
beetling cliffs known to fishermen as the Gull Battery.
This is a favorite nesting place of the terns and kitti-
wakes, and when disturbed the birds would fill the air
like a snowstorm. We used to fire a gun occasion-
ally, just to see them take alarm and swarm off the
cliffs.
I am sure those days in Saglek Bay were the happiest
I ever spent. We were busy from morning until night,
and that kept us mentally and physically fit. The life
was the life I loved, and I was truly sorry when. with
the end of September, snow and frost served notice on
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us that it was time to be getting out of there. We loaded
the traps aboard, and on the last day of the month hove
up anchor, getting under way at 8 P.1\{. And when eight
bells sounded again the southeast point of the N anuk-
tuks, forty-eight miles from Saglek Bay as measured
on an Admiralty chart, was abeam.
We had all the wind we wanted. The sea was smooth,
and the offshore breeze was on our quarter. 'Ve were
on our best point of sailing, and how the old M orrissep
did snore along! Our lee rail was under most of the
time, the water rushing like a millrace along the deck.
With a bright full moon in a cloudless sky making it as
light as day, the water piled up like soapsuds under the
forefoot, and our wake looked for all the world like the
Milky Way in the black sea. When the squalls swooped
down on us, we felt as though we might take off and
fly. We were logging off about twelve knots over the
ground, and it was like driving one of these stream-
lined automobiles. Twenty-four hours from the Blue
Bell we anchored off Hopedale. And at that the wind
died after sixteen hours of it, and we used the rest of
the time covering twenty-five miles. It was black as
pitch going into the harbor, but instinct, developed by
experience, enabled me to take the schooner in all right.
I knew the north, had spent years sailing there, and you
can't have all that practice without learning things,
learning them so thoroughly that they come to the fore
unconsciously when you need them.
From here we ran to Turnavik, where I checked up
and found we had taken a thousand quintals of cod.
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This being the case, I decided to go to Newfound-
land to get it cured. But first I had to stop at Indian
Harbor, for a letter from a friend of mine awaited me at
our station, asking if I could pick up himself, his party,
and his fish. I had just room enough for the quantity
of fish he mentioned, so I decided to do it. The result
was that when we left Indian Harbor, with all of it
stowed below, we were right down to our lines, and then
some. But it didn't impair the Morrissey's sailing quali-
ties. We had all the breeze we could ask, with snow
squall~ to make things interesting, and an hour before
dark we were off Wolf Rock, having hove up anchor at
the crack of dawn.
We had been on the starboard tack all the time, but
now we had to head out to sea to clear the rock, and this
brought us into such a position that we were sailing by
the lee. The sky carried plain indications of more wind,
and I thought it a good idea to tie a reef into the main-
sail. But I didn't want any fishermen's gybes, so I de-
cided that we would gybe when we wanted to-which
was right away. And trouble came without waiting a
second. The hand on the guy tackle slacked off, lost
the last turn on the pin, and away went the guy. This
put a terrific strain on the mainsheet, and there weren't
enough turns on it either, and it got away, too. That
line whipped through the blocks in a brace of shakes,
and the sixty-eight foot boom fetched up against the
lee shrouds with a crash that sickened me. The standing
rigging fortunately had some give to it, and although it
pulled the mast out of line at the first impact, nothing
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carried away. And there we were, with the boom taking
charge, just as I had feared. But the breeze was our sal-
vation.
I brought her head up so that the wind held the main-
sail as firmly against the lee rigging as though it had
been lashed there, and kept her so. The fact that the
breeze was offshore was a big help, as it didn't give the
sea any chance to make, and I managed to hold her up
as we tore along. My men, using light lines, braced
themselves and tried to lasso the boom. It was danger-
ous work for them, as had one of them gone overboard
we couldn't have made a try for him-and whether you
can or not, a man overboard at sea in the nighttime is
as good as gone, barring miracles-and I hate to think
what a flaw in the wind would have done to us.
They made try after try at the boom, and I kept
holding her up, trying to keep the strain on the rigging
as even as possible. And finally one of the hands made
a successful throw. The bight of the line settled over
the end of the boom, and with a quick movement he
drew the falls taut. They made fast the sheet line to
one of the falls, "and then worked that out and back.
This line, with all hands tailing on, took the strain off
the rigging, and as I gradually worked the schooner up
into the wind, they brought the boom inboard, until
finally they could get at the blocks. Another sheet was
rove through, the preventer secured, and we had control
again, resuming our course. Noone had been killed or
injured, and the Morrissey was undamaged, put we
were lucky. It was another of those times when things
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might have happened to destroy the Morrissey. had we
not got the breaks.
Safely out of this mess, I ordered the storm trysail
put on, using it with the foresail, jumbo and jib. We
continued to log off knots, and when the light was
doused on Cape Bauld the next morning we had it
abeam. The breeze went flat, and we layover there for
one night, and then hove up again, in a breeze so strong
that we had to go back to the storm trysail, and tie a
reef into the foresail. It was getting dark at the time,
and shortly before midnight the reef cringle in the
foresail pulled out. We then tied in a double reef, but
that cringle let go too. We were shipping water over
the quarter at the time, we were footing high, wide, and
handsome, and it looked like a tough job to save the
foresail. I ordered all hands forward to work on it.
All hands, that is, who were in my gang. My friend's
crowd were under battened hatches forward. Locked in
the after cabin was Jim Dove, my nephew, whom I had
taken along as cabin boy after overruling his mother's
protests. I did not want him on deck in such rough
weather, even though he had learned quickly, and knew
how to handle himself. That decision on my part saved
all our lives.
I heard pounding in the after cabin, but there was
quite a jump of sea on, and I thought some books had
worked out of their shelves and were falling to the cabin
floor. But the noise increased in volume and rapidity,
and I finally shoved open the companion slide. Out
came Jim, looking like a drowned rat. I knew that
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something had gone wrong, for the cabin should have
been dry, and he quickly told me what had happened.
A sea had smashed down on our deck and stove in a
deadlight. And there was plenty of water in her. But
thanks to Jim being below, we found out about it in
time to plug up the opening in the deck, and keep right
on going. If Jim hadn't been there, she'd have taken
some water every time a sea came aboard-which was
pretty often-until with this deadly shifting ballast in
her she'd have gone over on her beam ends, and sunk
under our feet. We'd have had no chance of getting
away.
People talk about vessels going to sea and never being
heard from again. There's no mystery about it. Why,
my dear man, you can see how easily it could have hap-
pened to us then, and not even we ourselves would have
known what caused it. One moment we'd have been
boiling along in great shape, and the next would have
seen us on our way to Fiddler's Green. But our luck
had held, and we were all right, having an uneventful
run from there to Brigus. It looked on deck as though
we had a quick and wet run, but when the hatches were
unbattened I found that not a drop of water had got
through to the fish.
Think of that! The pounding the Morrissey took on
that cruise would have made a modern cruiser open up,
but she was a Gloucester Banker, built by men who
knew their business, and she was tight as a drum. This
fact, coupled with our safe arrival, was almost a dis-
appointment to Micky Ryan, one of our crew, a super-
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stitious man who had been predicting dire things for us
ever since a raven came aboard at Saglek Bay. A crow
is supposed to have nine drops of the devil's blood in it,
and to be very unlucky for that reason. 1 knew that
Micky was thinking of that bird when the main boom
got away from us, when the foresail blew out, and when
the deadlight was stove in. So when we were tied up, 1
called him aft, curious to hear what he would say.
"What about the raven, Micky?" 1 asked him.
"Be J asus," he said, "1 thought we were lost. But
she's it good vessel, the Morri.ssey, sorr, and a good
crowd to handle her, begob."
And he went forward. Superstitions like that are
dying now. When 1 was a boy we used to go out look-
ing for crows, to destroy them and keep trouble away
from innocent men. Today the boys are in school,
learning and doing other things, more useful things.
Micky, though, was an old shellback, and he'll never
think of the times the curse of the raven didn't work.
If the ]}[orrisseyever does founder, and he hears about
it, even if it's fifty years from now, he'll still wag his
head and say he knew she'd come to grief because of
that bird.
I'm bound to admit 1 have a few superstitions myself.
1 hate to hear anyone talk of women or horses aboard
a vessel of mine. It brings bad luck. Another thing:
there is one person 1 hate to dream about, for every
time 1 do it means trouble for me. I've had lots of
trouble when 1 didn't dream about that person, but just
the same, when 1 do 1 look out for squalls.
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As for the voyage, I lost money on it. My fish was
late for the market, and when it was finally cured and
sold, long after I had gone to New York to keep lecture
engagements, the man who bought it couldn't realize,
and failed, owing me half of the purchase price. How-
ever, we'd had a damned fine sail.
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NORTH GREENLAND, 1926
SOM E time after returning to New York I metGeorge Putnam, the publisher, and was subse-quently invited to visit him at his home at Rye,
New York. I accepted and enjoyed my week-end very
much .. We were strolling in the woods one day, and
I was telling him about the Morrissey and her fish-
ing trips. He appeared to be interested, but still I was
not prepared for what followed. He turned to me and
said he wanted to make a trip to the northwest coast of
Greenland. He wanted to take Maurice Kellerman
along to make moving pictures.
Well, I told him what I knew of the north, and of
my experiences there, including those with Peary, and
I outlined my ideas of what a boat would have to have
if she were to have any success up there. These ideas
included power and at least two power boats. And the
long and short of it was that George decided he would
make the trip in the Morrissey. The question then was
how soon could she be prepared. She was at Brigus, of
course, and would have to be brought to New York in
the spring. We couldn't get her there before that time,
as I had agreed to go seal hunting with father. He said
that was all right, so off I went.
Things broke badly for me, as we had a hard spring.
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Father's steamer had a lot of engine trouble, and in
addition encountered very bad ice that delayed us. In
April I received a radio message from George that
everything was all right. He was wrong. Everything
may have been all right at his end of the line, but I was
a long way from Brigus, and as a matter of fact I did
not get there until May 3, at which time I should have
been in New York for the installation of the engine.
Immediately I was in Brigus I had carpenters get to
work, and they did a quick job of fitting cabins, and
sheathing the hull with greenheart, a very hard wood
that comes from Central America, and is much used by
vessels that work in the ice for additional protection.
When this work was done the Morrissey was put into
the water, and on May 10 I signed on a crew at the
customhouse, leaving port the following day.
The wind was light, and we towed out to open water,
setting all four lowers and sliding off on a slow beat to
windward. We ran into fog, no novelty in these waters,
but we also found a heavy swell, and the bowsprit began
to work in the knightheads. This forced us to lower the
mainsail and the headsails and lie to under the foresail
while we uncovered the gear forward. After working
for several hours 'we drove wedges into the collar of the
bowsprit iron and made fast the heel, after which we
jammed on sail again and resumed progress toward
our destination.
'Ve didn't raise Cape Race until Friday, May 14,
and at 7:30 A.M. we had it abeam. It had taken us four
days to cover sixty miles, which is what will happen
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sometimes when you have no engine and are at the
mercy of the winds. But then the breeze came in
strongly, and we logged along in great shape until it
blew so hard we had to reduce canvas. This was too
good to last and it went into the west, lightening almost
to nothing. More fog came down on us, and we slatted
around for hours. We just barely had steerage way,
but there was nothing to do about it but hope and
whistle for a breeze.
When it struck in it was a very light southwesterly,
a head ' wind for us, and as the swell continued, we kept
on slatting around. Our sails and gear were showing the
effects of this mauling, for the way the main and foresail
booms and gaffs swung around on that sea was bad
news. As a matter of fact we had to douse the mainsail
once for a couple of hours so that we could mend the
tears in it. It was maddening to want so badly to be
making up time already lost and instead to lose more.
'Ve didn't get to Nantucket lightship until May 25,
when a southeasterly gale arrived and sent us along in
fine fashion.
This was a fair wind and we made the best of it. By
and by we passed a big four-masted schooner lying at
anchor. It didn't really take the presence of two Coast
Guard patrol boats to tell us that she was a rum boat
waiting for runners to put out from the shore to get
loaded. She was outside the territorial limit, and the
Coast Guard craft couldn't touch her. They could,
however, pick off the rum runners after they were
loaded, if they could catch them, and that was what they
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were waiting for. I hailed the skipper of one of the
patrol boats and asked him to radio a message to
George, for I knew he was having fifty-nine different
kinds of fits over our delayed arrival. But the Coast
Guard skipper looked us over, saw we were from New-
foundland, and probably thought we were carrying rum
ourselves, for he told us we could deliver our own mes-
sage, that he couldn't be bothered. And that was that.
The newspapers of that day were full of stories about
yachts getting shot up by the Coast Guard, and I sup-
pose we should have been glad he didn't blow us out of
the water, even though I knew that if he'd searched us,
he wouldn't have found enough liquor aboard to disturb
a canary bird--or the Anti-Saloon League, either.
Right then my opinion of the Coast Guard was as low
as our garboards, but I later found out that I was
wrong, that they are a great crowd, helpful, efficient,
and willing.
However, this one didn't feel like helping us, and we
kept plugging along, making the Ambrose Lightship
the same night. We anchored for daylight and a pilot,
and when we had both we got under way, just making
Quarantine before the wind dropped and the tide
turned. It's nice to have a fair wind there, and a fair
tide is a necessity if you have no power. Once arrived,
I went through the immigration and customhouse
forms, and then rushed ashore to telephone George and
the McWilliams shipyard at West New Brighton,
Staten Island. A tug was soon alongside, and we
reached the yard without incident.
[34 ]
NORTH GREENLAND, 1926
As we tied up, I saw George and a friend walking
along the dock. I greeted him, informally, and George
at once broke into a roar of laughter. I asked him what
the joke was, and he explained that he had made a bet
with his friend as to what my first words would be when
I was within hailing distance. George won, too, calling
the exact words I used. I'd like to repeat them here, to
show how well George knew how I reacted to things like
slow passages at sea, but they sounded a lot better than
they would look on paper.
It developed that our lateness in making port had
alarmed George, and that we had been reported as miss-
ing in the press. On our way to Rye for the week-end
he showed me my obituary printed in some newspaper,
it being the first time I had ever seen that sort of a
write-up about myself. I also received letters from
several of my friends telling me they were glad to
learn that I was still alive. ",Vhy, hell's bells, we didn't
make a half-bad passage, considering the conditions.
You can't run a sailing vessel on a schedule the way
you can an ocean liner. And we got there all right.
But there was no time to think about what was past
with so many things to be done to the Morrissey. After
a delightful Sunday at Rye I carne to New York-it
was Decoration Day-and we began working on the
ballast, getting thirty-five tons out by nightfall. I got
together with Tommy Miles, foreman of the yard, on
what was to be done to the Morrissey, including the in-
stallation of the small Diesel engine, which was already
in the McWilliams' shop, and numerous changes around
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the deck, not to mention putting the fuel tanks into her.
The Morrissey went onto drydock on June I, and we
worked in a terrific rush, something that I have been
paying for ever since. You can't hurry these things if
you want a really good job, and the result of our haste
was that things were not as shipshape or as well organ-
ized as they might have been. The platform bed for the
engine, the installation of which is a job requiring great
care and time, was very well done considering how hur-
riedly it was made, but from any other point of view it
left something to be desired. The fuel tanks should have
been made to fit the contour of the hull, instead of being
square and taking up far too much room. And the
propeller shaft should have been lined up correctly, as
would have been the case with a proper engine bed.
But it was a rush job, and day and night work continued
until June 4, when we went overboard again and began
to paint, overhaul the rigging, fix the crew's quarters,
and do all the other things that crop up in fitting a
vessel for sea.
On June 16 we began putting aboard stores. Apart
from our own stuff, we were to bring supplies for
Doctor Knud Rasmussen to his station at Thule, N orth-
west Greenland, and it was quite a job getting all that
truck aboard. At first it looked impossible, but we did
it. I stayed on the job myself, seeing to it that every
hole and corner was filled up. Some of the stores were
in big boxes, which had to be opened and their contents
removed. In a vessel like ours big boxes are a damned
nuisance and should never be used, particularly in the
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north, where you are likely to have to get at things in a
hurry. If you are caught in the ice and are being
crushed, there is mighty little time to get away, and
supplies should be in small, handy boxes. But we got
everything stowed, with some space left. This was
necessary, for we were to take with us Professor Hobbs
and the University of Michigan Expedition, and they
would need room for their gear.
With this job done, we tried out our Diesel engine at
the dock, and were gratified when it ran smoothly.
Robert Peary, son of the admiral, was my chief engi-
neer, and he was right on the job, with a thorough
knowledge of mechanics that later proved very useful.
And at noon we were off. I wasn't taking any chances
on our engine going dead in the lower bay, and had a .
tug standing by, but it wasn't needed. We threaded
our way among the ferryboats, car floats, tugs, liners,
and all the traffic that makes a watery Fifth Avenue
and 42d Street out of that locality, and headed up the
East River. We had timed the tide perfectly, and
slipped through Hell Gate at slack water, with the ebb
under us after that to help us along to City Island and
from there to Rye.
We anchored off the American Yacht Club that
night, looking very trim and smart, with sleek black
hull, black rigging, and scraped and varnished yellow
spars contrasting with the white paint of our upper
works. On deck she wasn't so attractive, I'll allow, for
there wasn't much room to walk about. Gasoline and
Diesel oil barrels lashed here and there, with our two
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whaleboats forward, saw to that. Below deck it was the
same story. But just the same, the Morrissey was the
centre of interest among the impressive fleet of yachts
anchored off the club, and we were visited by scores of
yachtsmen and yachtswomen before we departed at
4 P.M. the following day.
When we steamed out of the harbor we had an escort
of two power yachts, and they stayed with us as far as
Stamford. From then on we were on our own, running
before a brisk breeze. We made good time and by the
next night had left Pollock Rip astern and were squared
away for Cape Sable and the coast of Nova Scotia.
There is a great kick in being at sea again after a time
on shore, to feel the wheel in your hands again, and the
lunge of the vessel as she smashes along with a bone in
her teeth, to know that every halyard, sheet, and stay is
good and true. By God, sir, there's nothing like it, and
that's something you can tie to.
On the 26th of June we dropped anchor in the roads
off North Sydney, Cape Breton, and filled our water
and fuel-oil tanks. This was the last place on the way
where we could get oil and gasoline at reasonable prices.
Up north, in the great majority of cases, the people and
the government stations keep fuel for emergncy use,
and they don't like to part with it. I respect this feeling,
and I took aboard sufficient oil to bring the Morrissey
back again.
We also picked up the University of Michigan Ex-
pedition here. I well remember the impression Pro-
fessor Hobbs made when he came over the side. He was
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tall, lean, and wiry, with long flowing whiskers, and he
had prodigious energy. That was the amazing thing
about him. He boiled with it. Every move he made
showed that tremendous supply of strength. Dennis,
who runs the boarding boat for Fen Kelly, ship chandler
of North Sydney, was particularly impressed, for he
had met the party at the railroad station, and had seen
the professor in action.
"What a man!" he exclaimed to me afterward. "What
a man! He looks old, doesn't he? But he's got a hell
of a lot of pep, skipper, and believe me, I'd hate to be
following that old man with a seventy-pound pack on
my back up in Greenland, where the mosquitoes are so
thick they slow you down when you walk. No, sir,
skipper, you can have it if you want it. He'd walk you
bow-legged, until you'd have to trice yourself up to a
snatch block if you wanted to keep on your feet."
. 'Vith the Hobbs party aboard, and the last of our
supplies loaded, we got under way again, looking like a
sailor's nightmare, with bundles of hay, canoes, tin
boats, collapsible boats, rubber boats, and God alone
knows what else the entire length and breadth of her.
In addition to a big cargo, we had a full passenger list,
and then some. Every bunk below was filled, and seven
or eight cots were rigged up in the saloon. I think we
had about thirty-four souls aboard, ten more than we
were fitted to carry.
Among them was a real honest to goodness cowboy
from the sweet-grass region of Montana, Carl Dunrud.
He'd never been aboard a vessel before he stepped on
[39 ]
SAILS OVER ICE
the Morrissey's deck, and he'd never smelled salt water
before arriving in New York for this trip. But I size
a man up pretty quickly. When I've talked to him a
little while I know what's in him, and it didn't take me
long to realize that there was no mistake in bringing
him aboard as one of us. George Putnam's son, David
Binney Putnam, was aboard, but he was no stranger to
the sea, having visited the Galapagos with Doctor
William Beebe.
Dan Streeter, I suppose, deserves a paragraph to
himself, for he later wrote an entire book about the
cruise, in which he panned us and the trip to a fare-thee-
well. Dan was a man of importance on the Morrissey,
for he slept on top of a crate of oranges, and had sole
charge of what happened to them. Sometimes the air
in the schooner got pretty high, due to the reek of the
Diesel oil, but the smell of the oranges put up a good
battle, and made our mouths water. Well, he wasn't a
bit stingy about it. He' let us look at the oranges any
time, and every once in a great while he would relent
and let us have a taste. But I want to say you couldn't
have a better shipmate than Dan. No matter what you
asked him to do, or when you asked him, he did it cheer-
fully. From the day he came aboard until the day he
left, there was never a frown on his face, which is a lot
more than could be said for mine, considering all the
things we went through before we tied the Morrissey
up in N ew York Harbor again.
Others in our complement were Art Young, the bow-
and-arrow man, who had killed lions in Africa, and
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grizzly bear, moose, and kadiak bear in America with
his chosen weapons; Maurice Kellerman, official camera-
man, and Ed Manley, an amateur radio operator. All
in all, it was a fine crowd, which was just as well, for
we were to be in pretty intimate touch with each other
for some time. If the gang on a schooner the size of the
1J'[orrissey isn't congenial for the greater part of the
cruise, and by greater part I mean that following the
time when the men are strangers and on their good
behavi,or, it means a lot of unpleasantness. We were
lucky.
Soon after we got away we began something that has
been done at frequent intervals since on my trips into
northern waters. \Ve dropped overboard a sealed bottle
for the Hydrographic Office of the Navy Department.
In the bottle was a slip of paper bearing the name of the
schooner, the captain, the latitude, longitude, and the
date. It was hermetically sealed, and allowed to drift
wherever the currents took it. If the finder was suffi-
ciently interested to take the trouble of forwarding it
to the Hydrographic Office in Washington, with data
as to where it was picked up, a good idea of its drift
could be determined. This was valuable information
in the study of ocean currents and in the making of
charts.
Why, my dear man, some of those bottles were found,
years afterward, on the English, European, and Afri-
can coasts. Imagine that I The first bottle went over-
board when we were twenty-five miles northwest of
Cape Gregory on the Newfoundland coast, and we
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followed it with others whenever we couldn't think of
anything else to do, and some of them travelled all those
thousands of miles before being found. I know that the
more expert yachtsmen on Long Island Sound go out
with sealed bottles and drop them over near some buoy
that they habitually use as a turning mark, in order to
find how the tide and currents run at various times, and
this work of ours was really the same thing on a large
scale.
In the midst of our bottle heaving we entered the
Straits of Belle Isle, where they invented fog, and here
many of our crowd saw icebergs and growlers for the
first time. To those of us for whom ice was no treat, it
seemed strange to hear these people go into raptures
over the beauty of it all. I guess the more you see of
ice the less you think about its beauty, and the more
you wonder about what it is meditating to make things
unpleasant for you. I noticed that the novelty of the
sight soon wore off, and our neophytes-they were not,
with very few exceptions, landlubbers-quickly became
as blase as any of us. As we got through the straits and
ran along the coast of Labrador the bergs grew larger
and more frequent, as did the growlers. During the
afternoon of June 30 we ran into field ice.
I had in mind to go to the southward around it, but
it didn't appear to be very thick, so we doused sail, and
proceeded on our course under power. In that latitude
darkness only lasted an hour or two, and when it shut
down we lay to until daylight, and then proceeded. The
floes were fairly closely packed, and at times very heavy,
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but we had no trouble, pushing our way through in
great shape. And finally we noticed that the swell was
hitting us, which was a sign of clear water ahead, for
heavy field ice flattens out a swell in short order. We
got more indications as we went along in the form of
gulls, phalropes, and other birds that fly near the out-
side edge. As night began to close in, we ran into clear
water, after working through ninety miles of ice.
The lookout picked up land on the evening of July 5,
making the Sukkertoopen, Greenland, on the starboard
bow. We worked far closer inshore than I had ever
sailed before, and this was new territory to me, for
Admiral Peary, when he was working in the north,
never stopped at any of the harbors of South Green-
land. At least, that is my recollection. After leaving
Labrador, his first stop would be Cape York, across
Melville Bay, paying no attention to intermediate
points. We couldn't do this, even if we wanted to, for
we had to stop at Holstenborg to land the Hobbs party.
I knew we were somewhere near there, and we kept
a sharp lookout for a pilot. We found one, cruising in
a kayak, and he was delighted to come on board, indicat-
ing that he wanted to take the wheel. My Eskimo lingo
wasn't as fluent as it used to be, but we managed to
understand each other, and he took us in as though
handling a schooner was his life work. Once at anchor,
we saw the governor and his assistant come out in their
clinker-built whaleboat, with the Danish flag flying in
the stern sheets. They boarded us, inspected our papers,
found them to be all right, and gave us the freedom of
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the place. We took advantage of this to fill up with
fresh water and to overhaul our engine.
I suspected that being aboard the :lJ1orrissey would
be a novelty for the governor and his assistant, because
life is pretty much of a monotonous affair in Greenland,
and I invited them to accompany us up the Ikertok
Fjord to drop the Michigan party. Dan Streeter says
that this group of scientists believed that bad weather
originated in Greenland and were intent on finding the
breeding place. It might be so. I don't know. But we
put the scientists ashore and returned to Holstenborg,
stopping there long enough to drop our guests.
Then we were off to Disko, encountering strong head
winds that force us to anchor inside King-Ek Island.
Here was a chance for our own geologists and archreolo-
gists to get ashore, stretch their legs, and do some re-
search work. The less technically minded members of
our gang also went ashore and inspected the bird rook-
eries and the Eskimo settlements around the island.
Before the spectacle palled on them, the wind shifted,
and we ran on to Disko.
I had last been there when I came in with the N ep-
tune to pick up some of the members of the Crockerland
Expedition. I had been up as far as Etah, where I found
MacMillan and brought him south, and we had had
plenty of trouble. It was a year of the worst ice con-
ditions I can remember, and the run from Sanderson's
Hope was a constant struggle. The return voyage was
just as bad, with continual pounding through heavy
ice. By the time we reached Disko we were making so
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much water that the pumps could just about take care
of it. The only way we kept going was by driving
wooden plugs into vacated bolt holes, and by wrapping
canvas around the stem below the water line. The
governor of that day had wondered when we left in the
Neptune whether we would make our destination or
not, and he was still here, so when I arrived in the
Morrissey I told him that we had made it all right. He,
with Doctor Porsild, one of the experts on Greenland,
entertained us on shore, and we enjoyed ourselves thor-
oughly.
We didn't get much of it, though, for we had much
sailing to do, and after refilling our water tanks, and
transferring Diesel oil from barrels on deck to the tanks
below, we were on our way. I had thought of going
through the 'Vaigat, a thing I had always wanted to
do, and had never got to. But I was blocked again, as
the wind was strong and blowing right out of the fjord.
Aside from that it was a worthwhile day, particularly
from the point of view of scenic beauty. Crossing the
mouths of the fjords on the west side of Disko Island,
the land, with its cascades of running fresh water, and
its birds in the loomeries, and the sea, with its bergs and
floes and sun-flecked spots furnished a background that
fitted well with the weather we drew.
It was so warm in the bright sunlight that we sat on
deck in light clothes, and this despite the presence of
great, towering icebergs in all directions. What im-
pressive sights those tremendous chunks of ice were I
They were shaped in every conceivable formation. If
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you looked long enough and carefully enough you could
find the counterpart in shining ice of the Woolworth
Building, the Chrysler Building, the Empire State,
Radio City, a castle, an abbey, or anything at all. And
every bit of it was washed with that wonderful warm
sunlight. It was beautiful while it iasted, but after we
had left Disko Island astern the fog rolled in.
That made all the difference in the temperature, for
warmth in the north does not linger, vanishing almost
with the disappearance of the sun from which it comes.
The thermometer dropped to below freezing, and the
condensed fog began forming icicles in the rigging.
Even under the most favorable conditions navigation is
very difficult in these waters, and in the heavy fog it was
exceedingly tricky. It almost cleared up at one time,
and we managed to get in to a small place named
Proven, sending the whaleboats ashore to do some bar-
tering. It shut down again, and kept us there longer
than I had intended staying, and the minute visibility
improved, we put out again and laid off our course for
Upernivik. But we got fooled. It was another false
alarm, and the fog came down again, thick as mud.
Conditions were very unfavorable, and there was no
visibility at all. You could have had the Leviathan fifty
feet away from you and never have seen her. Coupled
with this in making life difficult were many uncharted
shoals, some of them so steep that the lead was of no use
whatever in trying to find them. The first thing you
knew about the existence of one of these was when you
smacked into it. Sometimes it is possible to find where
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danger lies by noting stranded bergs and growlers, and
I proceeded by this method of navigating until I
thought the M orrisscy had run off the distance to U per-
nivik. Then I turned squarely inshore.
Our landfall was pretty good, but while I could tell
that we were near our destination, it was difficult to dis-
tinguish one island from another in the fog. I didn't
want to lose the advantage we had, and yet I dared go
no farther ahead, and so I made use of a plan that has
many times helped a skipper out in the north. I saw
two bergs stranded about a quarter of a mile apart.
They were close enough together so that we could see
them almost all the time, and I maintained our position
by cruising back and forth between them until the wind
hauled around to the eastward, and we could see the
headlands around U pernivik as the fog thinned out. I
put the JJ!orrisscy on the course, and by good luck and
a sharp lookout we managed to get in without hitting
any of the dangerous pinnacle rocks that bar the way.
At the harbor entrance we picked up an Eskimo in a
kayak, and he took us right in. By the time the anchor
was on the bottom old Otto, the governor, was along-
side, bidding us welcome. He came of a noble Danish
family, and every time I looked at him I was reminded
of Otis Skinner, the actor. Otto had lived in Greenland
for many years, and he was delighted to see us. Stran-
gers are always a treat up in the north, and he offered
us every hospitality. Those of us who were not engaged
in research work availed ourselves of it, especially Dan.
Dan found a kindred spirit in Otto, and the times
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they had were a classic of high life in the Arctic. I had
some nice talks with the old governor myself, and he
told me that the harp, or Greenland hair seals, were be-
coming scarcer, a point on which he was in agreement
with Doctor Porsild. Both men, who should know,
qualified their opinion to the extent of admitting that
the Eskimos might not be as skillful in hunting as in
the earlier days, when they had been forced to depend
upon the seal for their very lives, and they added that
the animal might be getting smarter and more wary. I
had an argument here, too, with the Eskimos, who told
me they had never seen codfish north of U minak. I had
an idea that both cod and halibut could be found if
sought, although not in great quantity, as far north as
Whale Sound, Northwest Greenland.
All this was very interesting to me, for the natural
resources of the north are among my hobbies, but we
could not stay here indefinitely, watching Dan and Otto
sample wines. 'Ve hove up anchor on the afternoon of
July 17, having clear weather long enough to take us to
open water. Then our friend the fog came in as thick
as pea soup, but as we were clear of the land and the
icebergs, we pushed on to the Duck Islands, and from
there to Cape York, where we built the Peary Memorial
in 1932, crossing Melville Bay in twenty-nine hours,
which was a good run. 'Ve spent a wonderful afternoon
at Parker Snow Bay, where are the beautiful bird loom-
eries, but our destination was Thule, and we went on to
that place, where we anchored.
Hantz Jensen, Rasmussen's agent, came aboard, and
[48 ]
NORTH GREENLAND, 1926
was greatly disappointed to find that Rasmussen was
not with us. I explained that we had planned to pick
him up at Disko, missed him there, and tried again at
Upernivik, with no better luck. It developed that his
time of departure from Copenhagen had been delayed.
We did meet up with him later on our trip, and
when we did we were very glad to see him, for we were
in trouble and needed the help that the crew of the craft
on which he was a passenger could give us. As I say,
Jensen was disappointed, but his grief was assuaged
when he found we had a box of apples aboard. A year
had elapsed since he had tasted an apple, and he must
have polished off half a dozen before he had had enough.
When Jensen left us, we sailed along to Sander's
Island, and devoted ourselves to getting into trouble,
with complete success. We had stores for Rasmussen's
station, but did not take the time to unload them, as we
were anxious to get to Sander's as quickly as possible.
I had been there twice before, once when I was mate on
the Windward in 1898, and again in 1910 on the
Beothic, with Paul Rainey and Harry Whitney. On
both these occasions we visited the loomeries and got
some eggs and saw a lot of ducks, but managed to keep
out of trouble. This time there was a scarcity of ducks
and eggs, but-well, we were damned lucky to get away
with our schooner, and that's no lie.
Dan Streeter was responsible for our first jam, with
all the innocence in the world at his side. He had
brought along a high-powered rifle, and on this par-
ticular day he broke it out and lugged it up on deck.
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Few of us were aboard, but among them was Robe rt
Peary, which proved to be a good thing, for Robe rt
knew the north and he acted promptly, anticipating
my orders. He stood beside me as Dan opened fire on a
pinnacle of ice on one of the bergs. I watched him fire
a few shots and then told Robert he had better stand by
his engine. He dropped below, and Dan kept on firing .
The berg was just a few yards away from us, and I
didn't much care for the possibilities. They became pro b-
abilities when I saw pieces of ice begin to come sliding
down the side of the berg. In two seconds I was at the
wheel, yelling below to Robert to get the engine sta rt ed.
He had had the same hunch I had, and the motor was
already going. The berg by this time had begun to
sally, and several of my men slipped the anchor chain.
I liked that anchor, and wanted to keep it , but I pre-
ferred to have the schooner, and it looked like a choice
of one or the other. As I slipped in the engine clutch
the berg was rolling heavily . Have you ever seen an
iceberg roll? Well, sir, it is an impressive and fears ome
sight . I kn ew what was coming, coming just as sure as
fate, and when the engine missed once, I th ink my heart
missed a beat too. It wasn't just a case of injuring, or
even losing the Morrissey this time. It was a matt er of
all our lives, and it was a matter of split seconds .
The Diesel continued to run, and we picked up way,
with the berg's sides rolling over our heads. It was no
fun, looking up at tho se smooth ice walls and thinking
what would happen if they came down on us. A nd we
had bare ly covered a boat's length when the berg cap-
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sized, smashing into the water we had just been floating
on with a cra sh that left no doubt as to what would
have been our fate had not Robert had the engine
running. As it was, it was so close that I thought it
would get the end of the main boom. That was plenty
near enough for me.
The thing about these bergs is that their centre of grav-
ity-their metacentric height, if you want to call it that-
is constantly changing, as the water melts the under
part of the ice. This means that the stability of a berg
grows constantly less, and the result is an ever-increas-
ing tendency to roll. 'Vhen it gets on the border line,
or close to it, not much is needed to disturb its balance,
and once it starts to roll the chances are all in favor of
its capsizing. The sound waves set up by a gun or a
whistle can do it to a delicately balanced berg, and
shooting at one with a rifle is just asking for trouble.
Dan found that out, but thanks to our engine we had
escaped.
You would think this would have satisfied us, but it
didn't. A little while later we were in another mess, a
worse one. I don't believe I'll ever come closer to losing
the ]}! orrisscu without actually seeing her go than I did
that time. But we'll come to that presently, in its proper
place.
Out of our troubles with the ice we decided to go back
to Thule and land Ra smussen's supplies. He had
enough stuff to make four boatloads, and it cost us
considerable time and effort. 'Vhen it was done we
celebrated by taking off for Inglefield Gulf with a fair
[51 ]
SAILS OVER ICE
breeze and all sails set. The wind was perfect, not too
strong, and not too light, and the sun burned down in
glorious fashion, making every wave-top sparkle like
jewelry, and turning the water from sullen gray to a
delightful dancing blue. The Arctic can be beautiful
when it is in the mood, no doubt about that. It can be
warm, and pleasant, and attractive. But this isn't often
the case, and I don't suppose anyone goes into the north
to have a pleasant time. It is an adventure pure and
simple, a struggle against cold, ice, inability to get fuel
or supplies. And that is what you find most of the time.
But here was an exception, just the kind of day a
sailorman loves. We took advantage of it to visit the
Eskimo village at N etchelumi, and tried to get in to
I tiblu, but the ice kept us out. 'Ve sailed across the
north end of Herbert Island, only to be blocked again
by unbroken sheets of ice. Consequently we worked in
between the ice and the mainland. It opened up the
next day, and we went on into Murchison Sound to
Karanak, named because the cliffs there look very much
like those at Karanak, Egypt. We could get within
three miles of the cliffs, but no nearer, as bergs were
holding the field ice in and it cut us off. But there was
clear water between Northumberland and Herbert
Islands, and we went there, keeping our rendezvous
with trouble.
I had in mind to go to the little Eskimo village of
Keeta, a place I had visited many years before. The
land around here all looks alike, and I was afraid of
missing the place if I were too far off shore, so we kept
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pretty close in, with a keen eye for igloos, until we
came to a place where a large raised rock known to
geologists as a dyke ran out for about half a mile into
the water. I took a look at it, and told the helmsman
"Hard a-starboard," for I recognized the dyke and knew
the village was in the next cove. I felt pretty smart
about remembering the place, and was just turning to
answer Harry Raven, who had come out of the fore-
castle to tell me they were having a mug-up, when the
"Morrissey, cutting too close, smacked the ledge.
She hit it at full speed ahead, and at dead high water.
I didn't like the feel of things a little bit, for I didn't
know but what we might be there a long time. Maybe
forever. At least, the "Morrisseymight. We could leave
whenever we pleased. But I had small taste for leaving
my beloved schooner on a bed as cold and forlorn as the
one she had picked. And, incidentally, I'd rather sail
home in her than in a whaleboat. This being the case,
it was up to us to get her off, or try to, so we hopped to
it without delay.
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CONTINUED
I TOOK a good look around me, and what I sawwasn't reassuring. It was evident to anyone tha tthe Morrissey might well be here for some time ,
and that whether she ever go t off depended largely on
weat her conditions. A gale from an unfavorable quar -
ter now would mean a quick finish. Any blow would be
bad for us, but it would no longer be a hazard if it put
us on a lee shore. That would make the Morrissey's de-
struction a sure thing. We had rock bottom unde r us,
not soft sand . Breakers taking us over those sharp
ledges would be like going after the schooner with a
giant trip-hammer. Still, there were no indications of
bad weather, and I did plenty of praying that none
would appear. I knew the north well enough to rea lize
that we had little time, and we turned to.
The lJforriss ey had piled up at high water. That was
a bad break, even though the rise and fall where we
were was not great. The shore showed as clearly as a
diagr am what the tide did in these parts, and also that
it was ebbing, had just begun to ebb. So there was one
stan d-by of the stranded skipper eliminated. ~Te took
soundings and found that the water was shallow all
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around us. That was more bad luck. But a few feet
away on the seaward side the depth increased to some
twenty fathoms, which amounts to about 120 feet. Just
those few feet were to be the measure of our success or
failure, our destruction or our rescue. If we were to
float the Morrissey, they had to be crossed. A few feet
-and it looked like as far as from Brigus to N ew York,
with head winds all the way.
The first thing to do was to get out kedges. We
had aboard a new coil of four-inch hemp, and to this
we fastened our heaviest anchor, taking the big hook
out seaward and dropping it. The next heaviest anchor
was laid out with the forty-five fathoms of anchor chain.
The theory of kedging is that by taking in on these
lines on a flooding tide it is possible to swing the vessel
toward deep water and perhaps to work her into it.
While we were laying out the kedges the Morrissey
was pounding hard on the ledge, lifting as each swell
rolled in, to drop with a shuddering crash onto the
rocks when it passed. We couldn't tell how much dam-
age this pounding was doing the hull. I t certainly
wasn't helping her any, even though we found her as
tight as a jar when we sounded the pumps. I don't
believe they make schooners today that can take that
sort of a beating and keep dry. And I knew there was
a limit to the amount of it the ~forrisscu could stand.
Fortunately the pounding did not continue, for the
falling tide left us pretty solidly planted. As the water
ebbed, the Morrissey went farther and farther over on
her side, until we began to fear she might roll over off
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the ledge into deep water. She had taken ground at
2 A.1\!., and by 7 A.1\!. her lee rail was under water. It
looked pretty dubious, I can tell you, for the tide had
some time to go before it turned. If the ~forrissey went
over, she would go fast. The chances were good that if
she did, some of us would go with her. Well, that was
something we had to risk, of course, for we weren't
giving our schooner up without a struggle.
I had the crew busy, I can tell you. When I said
something, they jumped. 'Vith the kedges out, and the
M orrisscy listing more and more, I had all fires ex-
tinguished. 'Ve couldn't take any chances of live coals
spilling all over the cabin, and giving us another element
to fight. 'Ve moved the cargo as far forward as pos-
sible, and also shifted the deckload, lashing it into place.
To take this strain, I had the men shore up the deck
forward, and what a job that was, with the Morrissey
practically on her beam ends, and everything snarled up
below.
When they finished, it was dead low water, and the
schooner was on her beam ends, or so nearly so that the
difference amounted to nothing. 'Ve held our breath
for a long time, waiting to see if she was going to roll.
Once I thought I felt her going. There were men below,
and if she went, it was Fiddler's Green for them. I was
prepared for the shock of going into icy water, I could
hardly keep from shouting for all hands to abandon ship
and look out for themselves. The ~forrissey's mast-
heads were nearly parallel with the water. Would they
lance into it in one final plunge, snapping off short as
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the Morrissey's weight came on them, and permitting
the hull to keep on going, to fill, and sink forever? I
stood, paralyzed, watching those two sticks. They re-
mained in the same position. The tide would rise now,
and would remove this particular danger if we could
hang on a little longer.
It's a funny thing, when you come to think about it.
Here we were, praying for the ebb to stop our pounding
on the ledges, only to change our tune and hope for
more water to keep the schooner from a much quicker
destruction. 'Ve drew seven feet forward and ten and
a half feet aft, and at the ebb you could walk right
around the schooner. But given that few feet to sea-
ward, and you had to swim. Neptune could have put
his palace there and the roof never would have showed
above the surface. I figured we might as well get what
advantage we could out of the low water, and the crew
took the empty barrels from the deck and lashed them
under the stern. I hoped this might give the schooner
increased buoyancy later, at high water.
The cook had already been sent ashore, so that he
could prepare hot food without our having to have fire
aboard, and the mug-ups that he gave us were welcome
indeed. We had to rely upon food to sustain us, for
God knows we could get no rest, not one particle. I
had been on deck for twenty-four hours when we went
aground, and none of us had a second's rest in the fol-
lowing thirty-six hours.
With the flood tide the Morrissey resumed her normal
position, but the swell had not subsided. The breakers
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.kept roaring in. The schooner would lift to it, and then
come down with the crunch of straining timbers. An d
still she kept dry, God alone knows how. At dead high
water we tried to heave her off with the kedging anchors.
But the water was more than a foot short of what it had
been when we piled up, and we couldn't move her. Here
was another danger. Every day the tide would decrease ,
until all possibility of aid from it was gone, not to
return until the spring of the following year . And by
that time there wouldn't even be shattered timbe rs to
mark where the Morrissey had been. If we didn't get
her off in a day or two, I was out one schooner; an un-
insured schooner, too. My thoughts were not pleasa nt
at this juncture. I honestly believed the Morrissey was
done . I had seen too much of shipwreck in the north
to think otherwise.
'VeIl, sir, we accomplished nothing on the flood tide,
and when the ebb came, the schooner resume d her posi-
tion on her beam ends, making things bad ly confused
in her hull, with gear tumbled all over the place . How-
ever, there was nothing to be done about it . And at that
we had quite a lot to be thankful for. Th e weathe r had
remained calm, and that was the big thing . It was also
too good to last, and it was with a sense of fatalism that
we saw the tide flood on Monday morning. For the
wind began to freshen, and the swell made up to alarm-
ing proportions. The M orrissep's pounding grew worse.
Not even a hull built at Essex could stand that pu nish-
ment, and after an hour she began to take in wate r.
That was to be expected, and there was nothing to do
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about it until the next ebb, when we dried out. This
gave us a chance to put some oakum in the seams. We
could get down to the garboard strake aft, but on the
port side, where she was listed, we could not get at her.
The job was a difficult one at best, and my men couldn't
do it well or thoroughly under the conditions. But they
did the best they could, and I didn't ask any more, or
expect it. Anyway, something else was commanding
my attention. The weather was turning distinctly bad,
breezing up strongly from the westward, and putting
us on a dead lee shore. I knew that if we didn't get off
on the next flood tide the 1Ilorrissey had fought her last
battle with wind and wave. She would be broken into
matchwood.
We were dead from lack of sleep, but we mustered
all the strength we had for the final battle. Another
kedge, a light one, was run out, but it found poor hold-
ing ground, and was of little use to us. We gave it as
much strain as it would take, and then hove home on
the other anchors. Men would stumble as they pumped
on the old-fashioned barrel windlass, ready to drop on
the deck and sleep right there. A bucket of cold salt
water over a man's head would help him out and he
would go on working. Other men were busy transfer-
ring all our supplies ashore. I felt the odds were against
our floating the schooner, and I didn't want our equip-
ment and food lost if the worst happened. Food, cloth-
ing, sails, spare booms, instruments, fuel went ashore
and were covered with tarpaulins. It was a terrific job
to tackle, and if you had asked me before we tried it, I
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would have said it couldn't have been done in the time
available. But it is unbelievable how much work can
be turned off when it has to be done, and by the time the
flood brought our deck level again everything was
ashore.
Here was the crucial time. The M orrisscy was
pounding harder than ever and we had men manning
the pumps all the time. Tom Gushue was stationed on
the port side with a long pole, checking the rise of the
tide. I was at the wheel, and I kept looking at the shore,
watching that slowly rising line of wavelets. Higher and
higher they crept, but it was slow going. The onshore
breeze was a point in our favor, for it might help pile
in more water. I had marked the point the tide had
reached when we went ashore, and I was praying that
the present level would come that high. So did every
one else. There wasn't a sound on the Morrisses], except
for the panting of the men working the pumps.
We all knew that the fate of a fine vessel was at stake
right now, that whether she ever sailed the seas again
would be decided in a matter of minutes. I kept watch-
ing the tide, and saw that it had not yet reached the
mark made when we went aground. And as I watched,
Tom Gushue gave a hail that seemed to make our de-
struction certain.
"Captain Bartlett," he cried, "the tide is falling, sir."
The wind hadn't helped enough. The tide was as high
as it would be this time, and it fell short of the necessary
mark. Our kedges hadn't budged us an inch. We had
but a few minutes to try any last resorts we could
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think of. Whatever the odds, we could afford to take
any risk, for no matter how unfavorable they were, they
were better than the absolutely sure destruction that
awaited the schooner if nothing was done. Our inclina-
tion, having done all this work with nothing to show for
it, was to give up and let everything go.
But somehow the thought of it made me so angry
that I had to act, do something, anything. It was such
a rotten death for a grand old schooner, and after we
had worked so hard to save her, at that. I remember
saying' to myself, along with a lot of language that
can't be repeated here, "Bob, it's now or never."
Figuring we might need it, I had already taken the
stops off the mainsail, and had the halyards rove
through the leading blocks on deck. I believed that
great area of canvas was our only ace in the hole.
"Heave on the main halyards," I bellowed.
Tom Gushue ran over to me, despair on his face.
"You can't do it," he said. "You'll tear the keel right
off her."
"The hell with the keel," I roared back. "If she
doesn't take the water now, keel or no keel, damned if
she'll ever do it. Lively on those halyards, blast you I"
The mainsail went up like a monkey up a palm tree.
The crew made fast the peak and throat halyards and
ran to the jigs. And just then we got the break we
needed. Illogically, and for no reason at all that any
one has ever been able to discover, a squall of wind
came off the land, hitting that mainsail with a smack
you could hear. The sail filled, and down went the lee
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rail. My dear man, I can tell you my heart was in my
throat. I could see the mast going out of her, or hear
the keel torn from the hull, or the crash of a sharp ledge
ripping the bottom out of her.
I don't believe anyone breathed, let alone moved or
said anything. We were petrified. But it didn't last
long . There was a grating sound, a sense of bumping
along, and then the Morrissey was afloat, in deep water .
My God, sir, I was as weak as a kitten. But that didn't
last long. I ordered the men to their stations and hove
up the kedges. At least we got two of them. The light
one was forgotten in the excitement. We tried the en-
gine, and were amazed and delighted when it ran. That
was too much to expect, or even hope. We didn't pre-
sume on its running, though, for we didn't want to foul
the lines from the casks that were towing along astern .
With the foresail, jumbo, and jib hoisted and sheeted
home, we killed the motor. As we ran down the point
of Northumberland Island we cut loose the bar rels.
When we anchored we found we were still dragging the
kedge. Luckily it hadn't fouled the propellor .
Well, by the grace of God the Morrissey was afloat .
The job now was to keep her there . The leaks in her
hull were so serious that we couldn't layoff the pumps
five minutes at a stretch. How I blessed my fore-
thought in having the old pumps taken out and the two
new Gardiner pumps, with three sets of rubber washers,
installed when we were at Staten Island. They almost
killed my crew, but they enabled us to keep abreast of
the water. And what exhausting work it was ! I know
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we couldn't have kept it up very long, but here we got
another break.
Several Eskimo kyaks came alongside and offered to
lend a hand. "\iVell, sir, the flowers of spring were never
more welcome than those men, especially when I saw
that two of them were Poodloona and Egingwah, who
had been with me in the old Peary days. Not a man of
my crew had had an instant's rest in thirty-six hours,
and they had about reached the end of their endurance,
and yet the pumps had to be kept going. Here were the
men to 'do it. We arranged for one white man to be on
deck while the others turned in. I don't know whether
the man on watch kept awake. Probably he didn't, and
no one could blame him. But we who turned in could
have slept soundly and comfortably on railroad ties,
sera p iron, or anything else.
Aside from pumping, there wasn't much to be done
anyway, for the gale kept blowing all day, smashing in
from the southwest. I had only to take a good look at
that tumbling mass of water and hear the roar of the
surf crashing on the side of the island we had left to
know what would happen to us if we ventured to sea.
And I knew, too, what would have been our fate if we
were still aground. All of Baffin Bay and Baffin Strait
were out there to windward, and they gave the sea
plenty of opportunity to make up.
When I came on deck again, much rested, the gale
was still blowing, and we were kept at anchor for an-
other day. In the afternoon we made an effort to get
around to where our supplies were, but the sea was too
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bad and the wind too high, so back we came. George
and David Putnam had been left with Carl in charge
of the supplies, and they walked across the island to
where we were. They had been far from sure the Mm'·
rissey was still afloat, and they were certainly glad to
see us. Later in the day more Eskimos came aboard,
and at four bells we made sail once more.
By this time there was enough ice around so that the
water was pretty smooth, while at the same time there
was room on the beach for us to land the small boats.
With the Eskimos helping, we made a quick job of re-
loading. Load after load was ferried over and stowed
away, until finally it was all aboard. Our next job was
to find a place where we could beach the Morrissey and
make repairs. Ice conditions were bad up here, all the
fjords being jammed with floes, so we had to go to the
southward. I decided on U pernivik as the best and
nearest place, so off we went.
The crew, having discovered the bilge pump, had got
to know it thoroughly, through constant and arduous
work. It was throwing water all the time, and even
then I'm not sure we could have kept up with the leaks
had it not been for Robert Peary, our engineer. He did
a lot of figuring in a short time, and his reasoning took
the following turn: There was water in the hull that
didn't belong there. The engine was cooled by water
taken from outside the hull. Why not, then, rerig things
so that the water in the bilges could be used for cooling,
to be thrown outside after doing the job. He tried it,
and it worked, and I honestly believe it saved the day
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for us. Instead of keeping us at the pumps every min-
ute, it worked so efficiently that we could rest fifteen
minutes out of every hour.
There was one problem settled. Another came up
when we ran into dense fog. Our compass, rendered
temperamental by the grounding, had gone into plain
hysteria, and was as much use as backstays on a row-
boat. It was a spirit compass and had been in the lJ'lor-
rissey a long time. Now it refused to function. N avi-
gating in a pea-soup fog with a compass is bad enough.
Without one it becomes sheer insanity, so we anchored
until it cleared up. This happens at times in the
north, and when it did we followed the coast to Cape
York, where I left a letter telling what had happened
to us.
And speaking of communication, a strange thing hap-
pened while we were stranded. Ed Manley, our radio
operator, sent out a notice that we had gone on a reef,
but no American receiving station got the message. It
was picked up, we found later, by a girl in a govern-
ment radio office in New Zealand, who relayed it by
cable to Washington. By the time they were in a posi-
tion to do anything about us, we were afloat. But I've
never been able to understand how our message hurdled
a continent or two and ended up in New Zealand, at the
other end of the world.
We kept on going, setting our course from one ice-
berg to another, and finally got across Melville Bay in
good visibility, picking up the Horsehead on August 2.
We followed the shore down to U pernivik and anchored
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there the same day. Our course then took us up the
fjord, looking for a good place to beach her and mak e
repairs. I had decided that the thing to do was to take
everything out of her aft and shift it forward, th us
getting her stern out of water. To make it a good
job we took along several dory loads of rocks to ballast
the bow.
We found what looked like a likely spot, and using
the windlass and tackles, hove her in on the flood tide.
The windlass broke down under the strain, and we trie d
it with the tackles alone, but it didn't work out. I could
see we weren't going to make it on that tide, so we hove
her off again and returned to deep water, trying agai n
the following day, only to discover that the rock ballas t
didn't bring the stern out at all. It just put the whole
schooner below her lines. I then considered my alterna-
tive plan, to get everything ashore, seal the hatches and
heave her down on her side, the way the old whalers did,
to get at her bottom.
This would take some time and a lot of effort, but we
didn't have to do it, as it turned out, for as we were
making preparations the Danish Coast Guard patrol
boat Iceland Falk appeared, with Captain West and
Ca ptain Riis Carstensen, along with Knud Rasmussen
and a dozen other men. After looking for Rasmussen
for a couple of months, it was comforting to meet up
with him now. It was especially so as we learned from
him that the Iceland Fall: had a diver aboard. With his
assistant, he worked all day over the Morrissey's bot-
tom, getting at the leak along the port garboard. He
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didn't end the leak entirely, but he did reduce it to such
proportions that we could easily handle it, and he also
sawed off the pieces of the false keel that had become
twisted and lay athwartships.
Our repair job was thus completed far more quickly
and easily than at first seemed possible. The captain of
the patrol boat loaned us a compass that would work,
and we were off again, all shipshape, with Rasmussen
aboard. As I said before, when we finally made con-
nections, it was under circumstances that made his ap-
pearance very welcome. We took him to his trading
station, making the run without incident.
I'll never forget how Hans Neilson's face lighted up
when he came aboard and saw Rasmussen. He was
beside himself with joy, and his emotion leaped the
water to the shore, where the Eskimos were gathered.
When they heard Rasmussen's voice they raised a
chorus of joyous shouts and greeting that woke the
echoes. To celebrate his return, they gave us a dance,
with both Danish and English music on the phono-
graph, and better still, Eskimo music on the accordian.
Everyone danced in a circle, and in the middle was a
pailful of candy. In America they like punch and cock-
tails for dancing. Here we favored candy, walrus meat,
mixed with dried breast of narwhal. All in all, it turned
out to be quite a party, lasting well into the next day.
But we had lots to do, so we took a few Eskimos
aboard and left Thule to do some walrus hunting. One
of these Eskimos aboard wasn't much use to us, and he
was taken along just for the ride. When I remembered
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the things he had done in his prime, I almost broke
down. His name was Ahngmalokto, and he was very
sick, in the last stages of consumption. Ahngmalokto,
soon to be reunited with Peary, the man he had served
so well-how that name brought back memories. Of
those deeds you could find no trace when you looked at
that thin, worn figure, with the seal of death already
plain on his face.
You couldn't see the mighty hunter, the man who
had been one of Peary's ablest helpers, who had trav-
elled all over the country around Lake Hazen searching
for musk ox and caribou, cutting them down and then
skillfully guiding a heavily laden sledge driven by seven
or nine dogs to the kill among the big ice ridges in the
early days of our trek to the North Pole. He sat there
now in the sunlight like an old dog that has served its
master faithfully and well, and has come, uncomplain-
ing and unafraid, to the end of the road. Not many
Eskimo hunters die that way. Most of them come to
sudden and violent ends. We did what we could for him
aboard the :Morrissey, but he was beyond any enjoy-
ment of life.
Not so the other Eskimos on board. Their zest for
living mounted as we found a dead narwhal on our way
back to Northumberland Island. It didn't smell attrac-
tive, but it was just what we wanted for our collection
for the Narwhal Group in the Ocean Hall of Life of the
American Museum of Natural History at New York.
It was about fifteen feet long and, being a female, had
no tusks. On cutting open the carcass we found an
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embryo narwhal, five and a half feet long, inside, and
all we needed to complete the group was a male. Ras-
mussen and George Putnam soon secured this, and we
had what I believe to be the first of any such groups in
America, and perhaps in Europe.
But we were here for walrus, too, and we managed
to harpoon several. When we spotted a herd, our Es-
kimos would put out in their kayaks, and while we lay
to I used the dredge and Plankton net with good re-
sults. The waters of Murchison and Whale Sounds are
filled witb animal life, and the shallow depth makes it
a great place for walrus, which feed chiefly on clams.
Those long tusks are used not only for dragging walrus
along the ice, and for fighting, but for clam digging.
The strong rows of teeth in the upper and lower jaws
enable a walrus to break the shells and open clams just
as effectively as the opener can do it in the Grand Cen-
tral oyster bar. I have seen a walrus fishing, get har-
pooned by an Eskimo, be brought on board, and cut
open, to reveal a half bushel of clams in the stomach,
as good and as fresh as any ever opened.
The walrus is a great fighter, and is justly called the
tiger of the north. Hunting him has its peculiarities.
For instance, we . learned while seeking walrus with
Peary that it is not worth while to shoot one with a
rifle. I t looks as though the animal is killed, but ac-
tually it retains enough strength to slip off the ice into
the water. It sinks like a stone, and that is the end of
it. No, the best way is to have the Eskimos stalk them
and harpoon them when they get within throwing range.
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The harpoon is attached to a sealskin float, and this
means that the carcass can be recovered. This way has
the virtue of reducing the element of cruelty, for you
get any walrus you hit, instead of allowing wounded
beasts to escap e and suffer. I have always tried to con-
serve game up north, and I wish others had been as
careful, for the slaughter that has gone on up there is
unbelievable.
I have said that the walrus is the tiger of the
north, and by Neptune he is. Perhaps it would be more
accurate to say the walrus is the tigress of the north,
for the female is far more deadly than the male when
aroused by any threat to her young. When that happens
she will fight to the death. I have seen a hunter take a
young walrus into his boat, a sure invitation to trouble.
The female will promptly fasten her tusks on the gun-
whale and try to come aboard. The chances are that
her weight will capsize the boat. Or she will go under
the boat, turn on her back, and assault the planking
with her tusks. Often she will succeed in tearing off
some of the planking and putting the crew into the
water.
And I can think of lots of pleasanter places to be than
in the water among a herd of angry walruses. Those
tusks are deadly weapons, and an enraged walrus knows
how to use them. Eskimo hunters run into this sort of
thing often. One of the walrus, his eyes red as fire, will
come up under his kayak and rip the bottom out of it.
That is one reason why so few Eskimo hunters die in
bed. There are a number of other reasons just as good.
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But we were fortunate, and got our walrus aboard with-
out much trouble, assembling a nice group for the Ocean
Hall of Life. In addition, Carl Dunrud took a chance
and lassoed a young one alive. We brought it on board
and christened it Halitosis. There was a reason.
The hunting concluded, we steamed on into Jones
Sound, visiting Craig Harbor. None of the Northwest
Mounted Police were there, however, as they had moved
to the station on the Bache Peninsula on Ellesmereland,
on the west side of Kane Basin. We left a note and went
farther into Jones Sound, which was fairly free of ice.
By August 23 we had reached Kent Island, looking for
musk oxen that we could photograph. 'Ve saw none,
but did run into a lot of ice, and I could see that we
were taking big chances tooling around any longer in
these latitudes. So we returned to Craig Harbor and on
to the Mounted Police station at Ponds Inlet.
While here we had a dodging match with a berg that
had grounded some distance away from us. 'Vith the
high tide and a strong wind it took the water and started
for us. When it got within a quarter of a mile it struck
bottom again and rolled over. That made plenty of
commotion, I can tell you, and we hove up anchor and
got out of there as quickly as we could, having no con-
fidence at all in that big piece of ice. This turned out
to be a good move, for the berg quickly quieted down
so it could float again, the wind and tide got it, and it
resumed the chase. 'Ve pulled out of the way, let it go
by, and anchored again. This was done in a heavy rain
that soon turned to snow, and when the weather had
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cleared it was astonishing how the color had changed
the apparent formation of the land.
Realizing the effect of these changes is one of the
secrets of navigating in the north. You may see a place
in the spring when the vegetation is green and it looks
one way. Then you see it again in the fall when the
vegetation is brown, and the contour of the land seems
entirely different. Snow gives yet a third appearance.
It behooves a man going to the north country to visit
these lands at different times of the year, and it is to his
advantage to retain in his memory all these seasonal
changes. This knowledge may mark the saving or losing
of a fine vessel.
What a great gift it is, sir, to couple the keen power of
observation with the ability to remember what you have
seen, the landmarks you have noted in the lands you
have visited. Many and many a time, sitting alone in a
railway station, riding on a train, or even in my own
room, I have gone over and over the routes taken by
the Morrissey, the places difficult to enter, trying to
recall the land and the landmarks. Of course, the man
who has charts has a big advantage over the man who
must rely upon memory, for memory can play you
scurvy tricks, but the difficulty is that the charts for
northern regions are not very good or very reliable. The
thing to do is to combine charts, observation, and mem-
ory, I suppose, along with an instinct you develop about
dangerous places.
We had a nice time with our police friends at Ponds
Inlet, but the nights were getting longer, and it was
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time to think about going home. Holstenborg was our
next port, and we were on our way there when I heard
the man at the wheel and the lookout arguing about
spotting a polar bear on the ice. Madison Grant, presi-
dent of the N ew York Zoological Society, had asked us
to get him a couple of lively bear cubs, and when I
rushed on deck I found that the Morrissey had caught
up with an old female and two of her young. Here was
our chance, and Carl, our cowboy, jumped into the dory
with is .lar iat . It wasn't long before we had the cubs
aboard, but we had to kill the mother to get them. The
way she caressed the pair before she sank removed most of
the joy of bear hunting from many of our hunters.
Once this business was concluded we resumed our
journey across Davis Strait, having a good run to Hol-
stenborg. Professor Hobbs and his party were all
ready, and we were there only a few hours, remaining
just long enough to transfer the party's dunnage and to
build cages for our bear cubs. Sydney was our destina-
tion and we were making good time under sail and
power when, on September 8, there was a jolt and the
engine began to race. It didn't seem possible that we
had lost our propeller, but that was what had happened.
That damned wheel had popped off as neatly as you
please, and we were a simon-pure sailing vessel from
then on. I suppose that instead of grousing about this,
we should have given thanks that the engine ran at all
with the shaft put out of alignment on the rocks of
Northumberland Island.
As a matter of fact, that wasn't the reason why we
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lost the propeller, or why we dropped several more the .
next year. We found that the cause of it all was elec-
trolytic action. The screw shaft was steel, and was fitted
into a copper sleeve, while the propeller itself was
bronze. The salt water set up an action that ate the
metal away very rapidly. The wheel, as a matter of fact,
did not drop off altogether, as it was held in place by the
forward edge of the rudder, but it was useless. 'VeIl,
sir, the 1J'Iorrissey had started out as a sailing schooner,
and she was back to her old status.
Because of our inability to use the engine we couldn't
get into Turnavik. This was too bad, as Tom Evans,
the caretaker, was expecting me, and I had intended
giving him food, clothes, and gasoline, which would have
been very acceptable to him and the crowd of people
who were dependent upon him. But in a sailing vessel
you can go only where the wind will let you go, so we
went on by, through the Cockade Tickle, to Double
Island at Indian Harbor, and to Anse Loupe, on the
right side of the Straits of Belle Isle, where we anchored.
It was a nine-days' run from Holstenborg, and our
crowd went eagerly ashore to stretch their legs and
have a shore feed. There was no hotel, so they per-
suaded one of the fishermen's wives to kill a sheep, cook
some potatoes and turnips and cabbage, and give them
a dinner. It was all right, but it wasn't any better than
we had on the Morrisseg, I know, because I ate it. But
there is no accounting for temperament in explorers,
especially those who go to the Arctic. I suppose the
novelty was the attraction.
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We finally gathered them all on board again, and
renewed our voyage to Sydney. It was a long tough
sail, with hard windward work at first, followed by a
gale that carried away the head rope of the jumbo. 'Ve
kept on going, doused the jumbo, repaired it, and set it
again in a reasonably short time. We made Sydney on
September 22, and dropped the University of-Michigan
Expedition. As soon as they had gone we docked the
iJ'forrisscy, and found that she had not been as badly
damaged by her stay on the reef as I had feared.
The false keel was gone from the main rigging aft,
and the oakum in the garboard seams on both sides had
worked out for a distance of thirty feet from the rudder
post. This was true also of the oakum in several of the
butts in various places underneath the engine bed.
'V"here she lay on the sharp corners of the rocks, in two
places along the port side, she was bruised, but the
greenheart sheathing had saved the oak planks from
being gouged almost through. Lastly, quite a number
of the treenails had been started a little. And that was
all, a remarkably clean slate considering what she had
been through.
Repairs at Sydney took a few days, and when the
iJ'forrissep was floated again we resumed our voyage
back to civilization, passing Stamford on October 1, and
soon thereafter we were anchored off the American
Yacht Club at Rye. Commander Fitzhugh Green had
fortunately thought to get a customs man and an immi-
gration officer there, so we were speedily cleared, and
could spend the week-end ashore. Rasmussen was with
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us, and we had a great time at the Putnam place in Rye.
On Monday we pushed on to the Marine Base at Brook-
lyn, where we paid off the crew and put the Morrissey
out of commission for the winter.
I didn't have to wait long to know what my plans
were to be for 1927, for George Putnam asked me how
I would like to go up Hudson Bay, Hudson Strait, and
play around the Foxe Channel section, perhaps getting
as far up as the Strait or Fury and Hecla. This sounded
good to me, and so that was the 1J'!orrissey's next en-
gagement, with more adventures lying ahead.
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T H E mistake of starting too late the work of get-ting the lJforrissey into shape for sea was notmade this year. By the 1st of March I got my
brother Will, Billy Pritchard, and Jim Dooling down
from Newfoundland and we moved the schooner over
to the yard of Tietjen & Lang, in Hoboken. For the
damage done to the Morrissey's hull while she roosted
on the reef the year before the insurance company had
given me $1500, and I used this money in fitting out.
It is amazing how many things have to be done to put a
vessel into commission, and how they can run into time
and money. New planks were needed for the wake of
the forward part of the raised deck, where she had been
strained quite a bit. There were a number of rotten
spots in her deck, although not a drop of water had got
through to impair any of the deck beams, knees, or
stanchions in line with the waterway or underneath the
deck.
One thing I felt we had to have was a new mechanical
windlass to take the place of our old-fashioned barrel
one, which was not at all suitable for our work in ice
and in harbors where ice abounded, with the constant
threat of having to move out in a hurry. 'Ve got it, and
I bought and paid for it by writing an article called
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"My Troubles with Women." I reckon everybody has
had troubles with women, or else they don 't know any
females, and so the title proved good enough to sell the
piece. That meant our new windlass and the end of
that infernal barrel contraption that was such a thun-
dering nuisance to work, and that caus ed Dan Streeter
so much pain. Pumping on that windlass and eating
Billy's boiled potatoes were the only things about the
];1orrissey Dan didn't like. The new one, I might add,
saved our lives in the course of the trip, and paid for
itself right there.
I also acquired an extra whaleboat with a Palmer
engine, and I installed a ten-horsepower Husky to hoist
the sails. It's all very well to talk about the days of iron
men and wooden ships-so long as you just talk about
it. It sounds romantic and all that, but let me tell you
that life at sea is happier in the present day when YQU
have machinery to do the work that men used to have to
do themselves. And what's wrong with it? I shipped
aboard sailing vessels in the old days, and may I be
keel-hauled if I'd trade back. It seems to me that any-
thing old-fashioned gets surrounded by a wall of hokum.
And anybody that thinks that real sailormen died out
with the age of sail is all wrong. There are still plenty of
good men on the sea, and a lot of them wouldn't know
what a main t'gallants'I was if you gave them a lecture
on the full-rigged ships. But they know their own game,
and things happen all the time to prove it. How about
these rescues at sea? It takes a real man and a real
sailor to launch a lifeboat fr om an ocean liner. Take it
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from me, it's a tougher job than it ever was to get a boat
away from a sailing ship. Those high topsides in a sea-
way are a constant menace to a boat. And yet men like
Harry Manning, who was raised in steam, will get a
boat away in a whole gale, row it to a distressed vessel,
work in close enough to rescue the crew, and bring them
back again. As long as they can still do that, there's no
need to worry about sailormen softening up, and you
may lay to that, for there's no tougher job on the sea.
Well, we seem to be making a lot of tacks getting
out of the harbor on this cruise, but we'll fetch up where
we want to go before we get through. So ready about,
and let's get back on our course. Along with the new
windlass we put in new anchors and chain. Some plank-
ing on the outside of the hull was renewed. I also in-
stalled a new rudder, and a special ice propeller, a
small, tough wheel something like a towboat's. Then I
felt that we were pretty well prepared for the north,
although I wasn't yet, and never have been, satisfied
with the Installation of the Diesel engine. It wasn't the
yard's fault. It was just that we were hurried, and the
propeller shaft has given us trouble to this day.
On board the ]}!orrisseu on this cruise we had David
Binney Putnam, Larry Gould, assistant director in
charge of geographical work at the University of Michi-
gan ; Don Cadzow, anthropologist of the Museum of
the American Indian; Robert Peary, chief engineer;
Doctor Peter Heinbecker, surgeon; Ed Manley, radio
operator; the late Frederick Limekiller, taxidermist;
John Pope, of Detroit; Monroe Barnard, son of George
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Gray Barnard, the sculptor; Junius Bird, of Rye.
Junius was on his first trip with me. He hasn't missed
one since, and I hope he never will, for he is the sort
of man who can do anything, a useful type to have
aboard. Mrs. Putnam accompanied us as far as Brigus.
I might say that having Mrs. Putnam with us was a
concession on my part. I don't hold with most super-
stitions, but I do think it's bad luck to have a woman
aboard a sailing vessel, whether the craft is under way
or not. I admit that I've got myself into trouble plenty
of times when there wasn't this excuse. None the less,
I believe in it, and lots of sailormen would tell you that
any hard luck that came to us in the course of the trip
was our own fault, that we had asked for it by having a
woman aboard. On the other hand, they always have a
woman christen a vessel, and that is supposed to bring
good luck. So it's hard to tell just where you are in
this superstition matter. You think, by God, that
you're filled away, and the next thing you know you're
all aluff.
Anyway, we had Mrs. Putnam aboard from the
American Yacht Club to Brigus, where we arrived on
June 20, and when she took her dunnage ashore we
missed her. She fitted in perfectly with the ship's life
aboard, and the best thing about her was that she
minded her own business. She was no gossip-and a
real gossip can make more trouble at sea than any ten
jinxes you can think of-and whatever she saw and heard
remained her own property. Not that much got by her.
n didn't. She was like the wise old owl in the tree, who
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became more and more silent as he heard more and more
that would make good telling. And for the logbook, let
me add that we had the best of luck while she was aboard.
When we tied up at Brigus I couldn't help contrast-
ing the Morrissey then as she was when she was 'last
there. At that time she was just an old fishing schooner,
a well-found, sturdy vessel, with none of the conveni-
ences of life afloat, as you might say. And now-why,
my dear man, she was an auxiliary schooner with some
pretensions to respectability. She had new sails, a new
deck, a modern automatic windlass, electric lighting, a
new galley stove, and many other things that don't come
to mind that weren't there in the earlier days. I don't
know how old Skipper Morrissey would have liked her,
but I know she was far better equipped for going into
the north than she ever had been before.
We were in port for three days, and I had a fine time
showing off the Morrissey to the homefolks. Among
them was my mother, and I can never tell how wonder-
ful it was to have her on board, looking over my
schooner. She is now more than eighty years old, and
is intensely interested in everything that is happening.
I really believe she is more keen about what is going on
in the world than she was half a century ago. But
pleasant as this was, we couldn't stay here very long,
and soon we were on our way up the Labrador coast,
encountering the ice on the southern part. But we were
fortunate in having southwest winds that enabled us to
sail up inside the sheet, and at length we reached the
Moravian mission at Mokkovik.
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It was here that I was saddened by learning of the
death of Tom Evans, our caretaker at Turnavik, and of
Harriet, his wife. They were ever faithful to my fathe r,
and had served him well for more than fifty years. T hey
had seen Tumavik grow from a wild place where the re
was not a house or a sign of any habitation to one of the
greatest and most prosperous fishing stations that in the
latter part of the last century dotted the length of the
Labrador from Cape Charles to Cape Harrigan. The y
had also seen its decline, becoming again a place in-
frequently visited . I had small heart for stopping at
our station now that I knew Tom and Harriet were
gone, but I did put in to say a prayer for them an d to
see that things were all right. Then we were off aga in.
'Ve cruised from Turnavik to Sculpin Island. I had
heard that there were trace~ of Norse settlers here, men
who had come over from Iceland and Greenland in the
days before Columbus was born . 'Ve wanted to have a
look for any data we could find bearing on this sub je ct,
and dropped our hook there. I can't help thinking that
if the Norsemen actually did settle there, they were not
very bright, for they could have chosen many nicer
places to hang out their shingle . vVe found no proof
at all that they had ever landed on the island, which
was bare and bleak. But the legend of their presence
there seems to be pretty strong, and I wonder what hap -
pened to them? It isn't difficult to construct a likely
theory.
vVhat must have happened shows how hard life can
be for settlers who settle in tlie north. The Norsemen
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made their homes on the island, probably built stone
houses, but they were no more independent than a
colony there would be today. They had to count upon
vessels from Iceland and Greenland for supplies. The
soil was not suitable for agriculture. They could raise
little or nothing. There was not sufficient game on the
island to give them meat. They could fish, and they un-
doubtedly did, but this did not alter the fact that with-
out help during the summer they could not have enough
supplies to tide them over the frozen up period.
Andin all probability they encountered a hard year
when the ice never did go out. It may have lasted sev-
eral years, and in that time no communication could be
had with the source of supplies. The result was gradual
starvation, the whole thing ending with a finish fight
with the Eskimos. If any weren't killed, they were
assimilated by the latter group, but the fighting reputa-
tion of the Norsemen was such that I doubt if any
surrendered. It was a battle to the death. And today
all that remains on the island are some abandoned
Eskimo houses. 'Ve were disappointed at not finding
any evidence at all pointing to Norse occupation.
Our profitless exploration concluded, I took the Mor-
rissey out into the ice, and we celebrated the Fourth of
July off Cape Chidley, at the extreme northern end of
the Labrador. I was taking a chance in going out there,
for it is a poor place to be caught by the ice. There were
plenty of fine shelters in the bays and fjords along the
coast where we could have passed the time pleasantly,
and to some advantage, but I gambled that we wouldn't
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be trapped by ice running on the terrific tides they have
up this way. We lost, and the Morrissey was caught for
fair between two sheets. It was a bad situation, with
those great masses of floe ice grinding against the hull.
Our propeller and shaft carried away almost at the
start of it, and we were nipped too tight to get any benefit
from our sails. We were helpless and at the mercy of
the drift ice, tide, and wind, driving over uncharted
shoals and between countless small islands.
All hands were called to quarters, ready to do all they
could to get the lJ[orrissey out of her difficulties if pos-
sible, and to abandon her if this could not be done. Our
objective was to work in toward shore as much as pos-
sible whenever the ice opened up enough to let us move.
When this happened we used our motor boats to tow us
through the leads, and occasionally we were able to
make sail. This was very dangerous, though, because
of the chance that the schooner would pick up too much
way on a puff, and tear her bottom out on a sharp spur
of ice. At times we had all hands out on the ice, trekking
her along with lines. And there was the constant fear
that the floes might close in and crush the Morrissey the
way a man folds up an accordian.
For days we could see no end to the ice. It took pa-
tience and continual hard work to make any progress
toward open water, and while we were doing it the field
ice carried us southward about a hundred miles. This
was infuriating, but it was my own fault, and I knew
it. Finally we- could see the edge of the ice, and we
went to work with renewed vigor. But our luck con-
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tinued bad. Twice I thought we were clear of it, and
each time the current brought us back, surrounded us
with the white, low-lying mass. We were beginning to
wonder whether we would ever get out, when it breezed
up, with intermittent squalls. We escaped all right
then, but our course took us into dangerous shoals.
They were uncharted and we never knew when we
would feel her check her way, and we would hear the
sea rushing in through a gaping hole in the hull. I was
morally certain we would lose the Morrissey before we
were through, and yet, by the luck of Neptune, we never
struck at all. We got another lucky break, too, when we
found Kamaktorvik Bay: a place where we could beach
the Morrissey and make repairs.
The operation was not an unqualified success. We
had to do the job on one tide, and that gave us too few
hours for work. Everything possible was all ready when
we put her on, but even so the job had to be hurried too
much. The ice had split the sleeve of the propeller shaft,
and this gave us a perpetual leak. The shaft was out of
line more than it was before, and that caused its share of
trouble. Well, we had elected to throw dice with the
gods of the north, and the odds were against us. I knew
all the time I should have played it safe, and next time
I did. I'm realizing more and more that you have to
take enough chances up here whether you want to or not
without looking for trouble. If I'd realized this a quar-
ter of a century ago, my life would have been far more
simple than it actually turned out. Yes, and my hair
wouldn't be as gray as it is, either.
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While we were making repairs, those who could be
spared made trips to the bottoms of the various fjords
in the vicinity, examining the rivers that ran through
them, visiting the lakes, which are numerous and pic-
turesque, and the mountains and plateaux, where they
made many interesting pictures and sketch maps. They
named one lake after Commodore Ford, and another
for 'Villiam F. Kenny of New York. They had all the
trout fishing they could use, taking them with flies and
rod, and when that got monotonous, harpooning them
in a pool upstream. I don't suppose that better scenery,
wilder, grander, and more inspiriting than that section
of the Torngat country, with the winds and the snow
and the fog and the brilliant sunshine and moonlight,
can be found anywhere in the world.
But our time here was limited to the time necessary
for making repairs, and when the job was done, all
hands were called aboard. I watched for a good chance
and when it came worked the Morrissey out through
Hudson Strait. As far as Big Island we had a good
run, but there we ran into a gale that forced us to pro-
ceed under foresail alone. This did not last long,
though, and we had a fine passage to Amadjuak, or at
least to a point fairly near it. The going in that mess
of islands is too tricky even for a schooner the size of
the ItIorrissey, with shoals all oyer the place, and as we
had a power boat that would beat her best speed by
three knots there was no sense in trying to work her
through. Playing it safe for once, I sent the whaleboat
in, and it made the trip all shipshape, coming back with
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David 'Vark, factor of the Hudson Bay Company at
Amadjuak, and his assistant, a chap named Campbell.
When I tell you that it had been nearly a year since
they had last greeted anyone from the outside world,
you can believe that they were glad to see us. Being all
alone that way makes you appreciate visitors more than
anything else I know. They mean something, then.
They do more than bring news of the outside world-
the radio can do that. They bring a personal contact
with that outside world. There is a big difference.
And' so Wark and Campbell made much of the Mor-
rissey. We had the permission of the Canadian Govern-
ment to use Eskimos on our trip, and they helped us to
find one at Amadjuak. His name was Avalisha, and
he was a good man, proving it by taking us through
some pretty bad fog to Cape Dorset, where we again
played it safe and used the whaleboat. I was getting so
plumb cautious I wouldn't recognize myself. This time
we had other visitors, also of the Hudson Bay Com-
pany, these being a Mr. and Mrs. Ewing. When word
was first received by them that a vessel was near they
had thought we were the supply ship Nascopie, but on
the very afternoon the Morrissey arrived there we heard
over the radio that the new steamer Bay Rupert had
been lost on a rock off Cape Harrigan, and that the
N ascopie had been ordered to transfer her supplies at
Chesterfield and return immediately to Montreal for
more. This caused a great deal of worry among the
agents, apart from the loss of a fine ship, even though
they had enough supplies to tide them over if no steamer
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arrived with replenishments. 'Vhen I hear of things
like the loss of the Bay Rupert I can't help thinking of
how lucky I was to have brought the Morri ssey through
her various scrapes. There isn't any water anywhere
that is fool-proof, but the northern seas are less so than
the average. It is much easier to get into trouble than
it is to get out of it. We had managed to get out. The
Bay Rupert didn't.
The National Research Council, the Museum of N at-
ural History, and the Museum of the American Indian
were interested in tracing a Mongolian strain in the
Eskimos, and this seemed a good place to make tests.
I therefore left Doctor Heinbecker, Fred Limekiller,
and Don Cadzow with the Ewings, to make blood
counts. 'Ve left them there, hove up anchor, and
steamed on to Foxe Channel, heading for the Trinity
Islands. 'Ve learned things about ice on this run. The
most intensive lesson in this subject came at Mill Island.
The tide there runs at about seven knots, and it whirled
those ice floes and growlers around as though they were
in a mill race. It fairly made me gasp at times to see
that tumbling ocean of white blocks all arounds us. We
had to run under power because of the danger of pick-
ing up too much way at a dangerous time under sail,
and by dodging and retreating and advancing, steering
a course that would make an eel dizzy, we managed to
keep afloat, and to work into a harbor. We were so glad
to find it that we named it after the Morrissey.
""Chile here, George Putnam, Robert Peary, Johnny
Pope, Maurice Kellerman, and Kavaco, an Eskimo,
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went ashore to take moving pictures of ice running in a
tide rip through a narrow channel. They probably
would have made an excellent picture had not a polar
bear come meandering along. That was more to the
point than movies, and Pope and Peary were after it as
though they were shot out of a gun. Robert, especially,
reminded me of the young Newfoundlanders who grow
up to be seal and fish killers, and who spent their youth
running and jumping from one ice cake to another,
enjoying it the more as it became tricky and dangerous.
Those boys used to catch the devil from their families
when they miscalculated and fell in, but that was how
they trained their bodies and eyes to get around on the
frozen pans and across open leads. Without that ex-
perience they could never hope to come through the
dangers of seal killing.
Robert, like his father before him, had been brought
up around boats, and had a natural gift for working on
ice. He could jump from one pan to another, using the
seal bats, short, gaff-like hooks, as though he'd been
born a Newfoundlander. Johnny didn't have Robert's
training, or his ability, either, but he was smart and
athletic, and he caught on very fast. Between them they
got near enough to the bear to use their rifles, and that
was the end of the chase.
1Ve got another bear after we worked out into Foxe
Channel again. Or maybe he got us. It's a matter of
opinion. We lassoed him, the idea being to get him
home alive, and hoisted him on deck. It wasn't until
his paws touched the wood that we realized a mis-
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take had been made. There was no check line for kee p-
ing him in one spot. He realized this about as soon as
we did, perhaps a second sooner, and in two more sec-
onds he had the deck all to himself. He hadn't take n
kindly to being brought aboard in such an undignified
manner, and he wanted to do something about it . T he
result was that the rigging was pretty well crowde d
with parties eager to rise in the world-and the highe r
they rose above that snarling devil on deck, the better
they liked it. He had us fairly treed, and I don't know
what would have happened if the mate had not foun d
the after companionway nearer at hand than the rig -
ging, and had gone below. He picked up the 45. 70
' Vinchester rifle, stole up on deck, and polished off our
visitor with one shot. That bear, baffled in his effor ts to
get us, had taken it out on the rail, and the marks left
by his teeth are on the ltlorrisscy to this day . Whenever
I look at them I think that the worst bucko mate tha t
ever lived would have had no fault to find with the way
our crew went aloft that day.
Foxe Channel, where all this happened, was named
for Captain Luke Foxe, who discovered it in September
of the year 1831, more than a century ago . He repor ted
that he had been fifty-five or sixty miles north of Ca pe
Queen, but this was later found to be wrong. However,
he had made Foxe Channel, and I don't know, nor does
anybody else, how he ever managed to do it at that t ime
of yea r with the kind of vessel he had. He had no
power but his sails, of course . His navigating instru-
ments were crude and uncertain. T here were no charts.
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He and his crew had no comforts-inadequate supplies.
'Vhy, my dear man, explorers today live a life of luxury
compared to tho~e old-timers. And their success is one
of the mysteries of the sea.
But then, if I've learned anything in half a century
on the ocean, it is that anything, no matter how im-
probable, can happen on salt water. Think how unlikely
it is that a man washed off his vessel's bow by one wave
will be washed aboard again in the stern by another.
And yet it has happened, and happened many times. I
have known things to come about that made the case I
have just cited look like a good bet. And Luke Foxe's
trip was one of them. You've got to hand it to those old
sea-dogs. They played a harder game than we do, and
they won out. They didn't know as much as we do, so
they had to dare more. They must have had as many
lives as a cat.
I guess the lJlorrissey has, too, for she has had her
troubles. A new set of difficulties lay ahead, and we
speedily caught up with them. 'Ve were in waters about
which little or nothing is known, up around Cape Dor-
chester, and George Putnam asked me what I wanted to
do. I thought a while, and finally brought up the idea
of the Spicer Islands. A number of years ago Captain
Spicer reported a group of islands, giving their position
near the Strait of Fury and Hecla, and it was my idea
that he was all wrong. Subsequent expeditions had
found no trace of them, and I wanted to go to that posi-
tion and see what I could find. George agreed that this
was a good idea, but he wanted to stay where he was,
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to make some pictures, and do some hunting and ex-
ploring. The upshot of this was that I left his party
with the whaleboat, and made sail northward.
But as we sailed, something made me uneasy about
the whaleboat, so we retraced our course. At least, we
tried to cover it, and might have fetched port all ship-
shape if it hadn't been for the fog. Fog, did I say? It
was super-fog, so thick you could bite chunks out
of it. 'Ve missed the entrance to our anchorage and
found ourselves just about in the middle of nowhere.
vVe were lost, all right, and I knew it was a hopeless
job to find the harbor until it cleared. What I wanted
to do most was to keep out of trouble, and I couldn't
even do that. I ordered the leadsman out, and he got
four fathoms. That wasn't as much as I'd have liked,
but it got worse and worse, and I wore ship. It didn't
help any. 'Ve -kept sailing around trying to find water
deep enough to take us out of there, but it was no use.
Every way we turned the result was the same.
Then our keel bumped a couple of times. That was
enough for me. I anchored right away and sent up a
prayer to all the gods I could think of that it was low
water. The rise and fall of the tide up here was forty
feet, and if it was quarter tide, the Morrissey was going
to go aground. It turned out to be about half tide, and
we were on for fair. You could have walked around
the lJlorrissey and not wet your feet. We were on rocky
bottom, and once more I went through that bad moment
when I figured I was going to be out a schooner. If
she went, the chances were we would go with her, too.
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Well, sir, the only thing to do was to layout the
heaviest kedge I had, with about sixteen fathoms of new
five-inch Manila hemp, astern. I knew that when the
flood tide came, and the Morrissey floated, she would
be swept all over the place at the end of her anchor line
unless we could hold her with the kedge. I had small
desire to have her bottom scrape over those rock ledges.
If the kedge held, we were all right. If it didn't-hell,
as a sea captain friend of mine once said, "You've only
got to get your neck washed once." The only thing we
could 'do was wait. We couldn't see a blasted thing,
and that made it worse than ever.
But after what seemed like ten years I could hear a
roaring sound out in the fog beyond the bow. Nearer it
came, and nearer. I knew it was the tide, and it sounded
bad. 'Ve strained our eyes at that gray-black pall, try-
ing to see what it hid. As a matter of fact, we never
saw anything until it hit us, and that didn't take long.
It was a solid wall of water, dead black beneath the
foam and spray. Six feet high it was, if it was an inch,
and it might have been more than that. I remember I
jumped to the wheel, never thinking about the anchor or
kedges. It's funny how you react in cases like that.
The Morrissey began to straighten up at once, and in
no time at all we were almost clear of the bottom.
The force of that tide snapped the five-inch kedge
line as though it was a thread. We weren't kept in
suspense on that, at any rate. The stern went around in
one wild swerve, and the ]}!orrissey never took a worse
beating than she got right then, The water rolled her
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keel over those rocks in a way that jarred her from
keelson to trucks. I could hear the groaning of timbers,
the splitting sound of wood strained beyond its strength.
When we hit, she trembled the way a steamer does when
the bridge rings up full speed astern. And that damned
fog shut us in so we couldn't see a thing. Not to be able
to see was the worst thing of all, for we couldn't direct
our energy intelligently when we had no idea what our
position was. Even if we had been free and clear we
wouldn't have known where to go. In fact, the last
thing we wanted was to be free and clear.
After taking an awful pummelling, the Morrissey
brought up to the anchor with a jerk that put the
martingale clean under water. And it stayed under, too.
None of us knew what was going to happen next. The
kedge had let go, and apparently the lYlorrissey wasn't
going to founder, although she was leaking badly, and I
had the pumps manned. But if the anchor chain parted
we would be swept into water shallow even at the flood,
and onto reefs that would tear the bottom clean out of
her. My God, how that tide ran. We dropped the log
over the stern, and it registered seven knots. That is
good speed for a vessel like the Morrissey under sail in
a smart breeze.
All this time there had been nothing to do but pray.
N ow we got into action. As soon as we decided that the
anchor would hold, we found that the tide had another
trick up its sleeve. It brought the ice in with it, growlers
and floes. And, my dear man, ice floes the size of a city
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block moving at a speed of seven knots are dangerous
playthings. If one hit us squarely, it would mean that
we had gained little by escaping from earlier difficulties,
for if it didn't break us to pieces then and there, it
would sweep us away onto the reefs.
I was at the wheel, never having left it, and I had
things to do. I stood there, peering forward, and not
a damned thing could I see beyond the foremast. If
Davy Jones's locker is half as dark as that place, I don't
want to go there, and you may lay to that. The lookout
on the ' bow would sing out that a big floe was standing
in, and to get over to port quick. I'd spin the wheel
hard over, and the "iJ'lorrissey would sail herself as far to
port as the anchor line would permit. The water stream
on the rudder from the tide was the same as though we
were under way, and the schooner handled beautifully.
'Ve had to risk breaking out the anchor. It was another
case of taking a long chance in preference to waiting for
sure destruction.
I was at the wheel for several hours, listening for the
hails from the lookout on the bow. I couldn't see him.
He'd yell to swing her to starboard, or to port, and I'd
do it. Staring out into the murk, I'd see a low, dull mass
of tumbled ice sweep by us, only a few feet away. Stray
growlers bounced off the hull, shaking us up badly. The
water was as black as ink, and under that fog the ice
didn't look white. It was a dirty gray, and as ominous
as the derelicts it resembled. And all the time no roar of
wind, no noise but the crunching of ice and the slapping
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of waves against the hull. 'Vind never yet bothered the
Morrissey. I don't believe the storm ever blew that
could get her down.
But this was worse than any storm I ever saw, and it
was the most terrible night I ever spent. We were wet
and tired and cold, and we never knew when we
wouldn't be able to clear some big floe. I thought we
were gone once, when the tide brought one right down
on us. I put the wheel hard over, but it didn't look as
though we could escape. And the outer edge of it got
us, forcing us around until we were at right angles to
the tide. We heeled over against it for a minute, hearts
in our mouths. And then it slid by, and was gone in the
fog. Believe me, things moving at seven knots are going
at quite a clip, and that wallop almost finished us.
But finally the tide lost some of its force. The cur-
rent slackened, and things slowed down to a walk. The
ice was still working in, but slowly, and I breathed
easier. Maybe we were going to get through all right.
At the top of the flood the lead showed thirty-six feet of
water where we had walked at the ebb. Now was our
chance to get out, and I sent the whaleboat away at
daylight, with a rifle to answer our foghorn, and it
returned in half an hour to report that it had found the
way out. We found that the engine would still work,
and that our propeller was still there, so we steamed
out. The fog had begun to thin a little, and ten minutes
after we left our anchorage it cleared. After that it was
easy to find where we had gone wrong, and to get to our
own little harbor.
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The whaleboat went back and recovered the kedge
line, and that was the end of our adventure. We found
later that nine beds of timbers and several of the planks
had been stove in by the buffetting we took, but I
thought we had come out of it pretty damned well, all
things considered. To tell the truth, I'm free to admit
I wouldn't have given a torn spinnaker for our chances
of coming through when those Arctic subway expresses
were roaring down on us out of the black fog.
George's whaleboat, the cause of all the trouble, was
not at the anchorage, so I waited a while and then,
leaving a note telling what had happened, hove up and
shoved off again for a look at the Strait of Fury and
Hecla. The ]}Iorrisseywasn't in too bad shape to con-
tinue her cruise, and it was better to be doing something
than just sitting there and twiddling our thumbs. I
figured that George would know the engine was pretty
much on the bum, and would retreat to Cape Dorset
without waiting for us. In any case be could make
Lake Harbor, where he was sure to get u vessel, and
perhaps meet me coming in. My own idea, everything
considered, was pretty ambitious. I planned to go
through the strait and if possible to go around Baffin-
land, picking him up at Dorset.
Our course took us up the Foxe Basin, and we had
tough going. However, we weren't bothered by ice, for
the ice bridge at the western end of the strait doesn't
break up until late in the season, if it ever does. Any-
way, the ice in Prince Regent Inlet doesn't work out to
the southward, but goes north, which must make it a
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most difficult piece of water in which to navigate. We
didn't get that far, for the water was shallow, and we
used the lead constantly, having a lot of fog as an
added handicap. I am certain that we went into waters
that had never before been creased by the keel of a
vessel, but we found early that there was no hope of
attaining our objctive.
In the course of our cruise we reached the location
given for the islands by Captain Spicer, and found
nothing but a waste of water, enough water to float the
navies of the world. I believe that he mistook the flats
of the east side of Foxe Basin for an archipelago. If he
actually discovered any islands they later sank beneath
the surface of the water, for they aren't there now.
Having checked up on this, we worked up into the
beginning of the strait, only to be checked by a north-
west gale. We anchored offshore in twelve fathoms of
water, but it became too rough for comfort with the
tide running against the wind, and holding us broad-
side to. So we hove up and steamed into the lee of the
land, anchoring a quarter of a mile offshore in seven
fathoms. The bottom was tough mud, and we rode
without difficulty to one anchor with sixty fathoms of
chain. And yet it blew so hard that sand and small
pebbles were carried onto our deck.
The gale blew itself out the next day, and we sailed
back to our rendezvous with the whaleboat. It was there
waiting for us, and pausing only to take it aboard we
set sail for Cape Dorset, entering the harbor the next
afternoon. Doctor Heinbecker, Fred Limekiller, and
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Don Cadzow were there, and they were very anxious
about us. Their faces were a study in relief as we hove
in sight. Our company was complete again, and I de-
termined to beach the Morrisees}. The sleeve of the
propeller shaft was leaking badly, the propeller itself
was in bad shape, and the oakum needed to be pounded
into her seams aft. I found a likely spot, and put her
on at high water, or a little below it, to give us sufficient
margin for getting off again.
Everything was ready for a quick and a good job.
The crew had rehearsed what was to be done, the han-
dling of tools, tackles, the shaft, the propeller, and the
caulking hammers. The result of this was that the whole
operation went like clockwork. It was as neat a job as
was ever done on the Morrissey by what you might call
the amateurs, but I knew that we were in for a repair
bill when we reached home. The]}forrissey floated in
fine shape, and we headed south, stopping only at Port
Manvers and Turnavik, with a good passage to the
Straits of Belle Isle. There we met up with a southwest
gale that put us in at Red Bay, where Doctor Grenfell
has a mission. 'Ve concluded our cruise at Sydney,
shipping our specimens and material to New York via
a freight car. I had about decided to take the Morrissey
off seal hunting, and wanted to stay at Sydney to get
conditioned for such a venture. This came to $3,600.
'Ve had trouble getting a good ice propeller, but finally
succeeded, and in addition fitted a new steel shaft. I
put more sheathing on her, renewed the sternpost, using
Douglas fir instead of oak, which was expensive and
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hard to get, and replaced the planking stove in when
she was on the rocks. The engine was overhauled and
the reversing gear and clutch renewed.
I didn't see how I could make enough hunting seal
to pay for these repairs, and so when Harold Mac-
Cracken telegraphed me that he was going to the north-
ern Pacific, visiting the Aleutian and Seal Islands,
Cape North, the Siberian coast, 'Vrangell, Herald Isl-
ands, and Point Barrow, and asked if I would care to
make the cruise in the Morrisscu, I wired back that I
would. 'Ve were to leave New York in February, and
the prospect looked good to me. Major Brown, head
of the Nomad Lecture Bureau, which had mapped out
a tour for me, managed to get cancellations without loss
of money, and everything was all set. The Morrissey
had something to do, and some place to go, for another
year.
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I N order to be ready in plenty of time to leave NewYork in February, I brought the Morrissey fromNewfoundland to New York late in December,
the only incident of the run being an encounter with the
United States Coast Guard. This happened as we
were footing through Vineyard Sound, about off Quick's
Hole. A patrol boat came alongside, her every move-
ment indicating suspicion. This was especially true of
the gun they trained on us. The skipper ordered me to
heave to. I tried to explain who I was and where bound.
He repeated the order, and it looked like a good idea to
obey it, for his temper was pretty short. He gave some
more orders, the most important being that the ]J[or-
rissey douse her canvas and put back with him to the
Coast Guard base at Woods Hole. I hated to lose the
time, but we compromised by doing as he said. When
we were at anchor he put two men aboard to search us.
I am different from most seafaring men in that I
have never had a drink of alcoholic beverage in my life,
nor do I carry liquor aboard, and so the searching party
had their trouble for their pains. At that they didn't
finish the job, as it turned out that Lieutenant Purdy,
who knew me, was stationed at Woods Hole, and as
soon as he found out what was going on he came aboard
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and told the searchers to get to hell ashore and not to
bother me any more. He apologized for the patrol
skipper's actions and explained what the trouble was.
In painting around the 1J'lorrissey'sstern at Sydney the
name and port of registry had been covered and not
replaced. I hadn't even noticed this before, but when
Purdy called it to my attention I realized it must have
made us look as though we wanted to keep our identity
a secret. The Coast Guard takes a particular interest in
vessels feeling that way. My main objection to the
delay, apart from losing time, was that I had been on
my feet since we rounded the Pollock Rip Lightship
and I wanted to snooze.
And I want to say one thing right here: there is no
finer or more helpful body of men on the water than the
United States Coast Guard. They are able, courageous,
and willing to help out. They've done me many a good
turn, and a lot of other mariners have had occasion to
thank God for the Coast Guard. And now that repeal
has come, it is high time that this branch of the service
is recognized as one of the most valuable and useful
functions of the government. I read that the navy was
going to take it over, 'and I hope it won't go through.
The Coast Guard should, except in time of war, be
maintained as a separate service.
Here is one little yarn about the service told me by
an officer a little while ago. After the war the navy
had some raised deck destroyers on hand that were
thought to be obsolete. These were turned over to the
Coast Guard, with the firm belief on the part of the
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navy that the Coast Guard would never be able to run
them. But it did run them, and with a higher efficiency
record than the navy had been able to get out of the
same destroyers. Another friend of mine, a newspaper
man, was on one of them, the Wilkes, in 1930, during
the America's Cup races off Newport, and saw it over-
haul and pass a navy flush-decker on the nine-mile run
back to the harbor. That race was closer than the cup
race that had just been concluded, but the Wilkes won.
Well, sir, I could talk all night about the Coast
Guard, but the Morrissey is the real subject of this yarn,
so let's come about and see if we can't point up a little
higher. We arrived at City Island on the day after
Christmas and after immigration inspection docked the
Morrissey. The propeller shaft sleeve was giving trouble
again, and the pumps had been going all the way from
Sydney. They did a fine job ou our schooner at City
Island. It came off the ways only a little bit worse
than when she went on. She leaked as much as ever,
the foreman having failed to find the crack in the sleeve,
which was at the outer end of the sternpost. But I paid
the bill and we steamed to Port Washington, where I
took a shot at stopping the leak myself. We sprinkled
a lot of sawdust in the water around the stern, and the
suction stopped the trouble in pretty fair shape.
While lying off the Manhasset Bay Yacht Club we
made many changes in the Morrissey. 'Ve built a state-
room forward, fitting it with lockers, drawers, tables,
and a radiator. Next we installed an Arcola heater and
a little motor to drive the warm air to the radiators.
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We put in electric lighting throughout, including riding
and running lights, and finished the job on February 4.
N ext we ran down to Hempstead Bay, where we took
aboard fifteen barrels of fuel oil in addition to the seven
we had aboard, fifty cases of gasoline, thirty-five cases
of lubricating oil, fifty pounds of cup grease, and filled
our water tanks. All this was done at the Socony dock.
Our next stop was Hoboken, where we docked her
again in an effort to make a decent repair job on the
shaft sleeve. We came off the dock on February 8, and
began to take aboard stores. We filled her up to the
forecastle and cabin floors with coal. Many sacks of
flour were put in the overhang of the stern, along with
boxes for specimens given us by the American Museum
of Natural History. I made a special trip to Washing-
ton to get charts and books on navigation from the
Hydrographic Survey. The Coast and Geodetic Survey
loaned me a log and line and a tide gauge, while Cap-
tain O'Malley of the Bureau of Fisheries gave me
thermometers, stop watches, and thermographs. My
sextant was also repaired in Washington.
Back in New York again, I dropped in on Com-
modore Ford to bid him farewell. I had no premonition
of evil, no faint idea that I should never see him alive
again. He died before I returned to N ew York, and
when he slipped his cable I lost the friend I admired
and loved most of all men I ever knew.
Our sailing day was a Saturday, and Charlie Levey
gave us a farewell luncheon at the Saint Anthony Club.
It was quite an affair, with a menu as long as the Mor-
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rissey, and as wet as the water in which she floated, with
the result that many of the crowd were well greased by
the time the party was over. They decided they wanted
to look us over, so two Fifth Avenue buses were chart-
ered for the cruise to Hoboken. Somebody with in-
fluence was along, and we had a police escort, crashing
every red light we saw from the club to the ferry. That
was quite a ride, and I was glad to draw up alongside
the lIIorrissey. I know ice and its habits, but New York
traffic is too much for me.
lt was a cold, raw day, and the schooner was far
from looking her best, what with her terrific deck load
of boxes, barrels, casks, and other gear we had put
aboard that could not be stowed below. The crowd at
that luncheon was not impressed. They knew all about
yachts, and I could see that they didn't regard the
Morrissey as any beauty of the seas. Maybe I was
wrong, but it seemed to me that there was disgust in
their expressions and raillery in their voices. But I
didn't care. I thought to myself, "When this crowd is
bored to death with civilization I'll be running my
northing down from Panama to Point Barrow, and I'll
be living."
They had planned to watch us leave, but a number of
odd jobs turned up in the engine room, and I put off
sailing until the following morning. 'Ve slipped quietly
into the Hudson at 6 A.M., and all went well until we
were in the lower bay. Then, as we came up to a gas
buoy our engine died. The tide runs strongly there, and
we were carried inside the buoy and over a sunken
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wreck. We struck, went on our way, and I thought no
more of it. The contact had seemed very slight, but when
we docked the Morrissey at Seattle we found that ten
feet of the keel had been ripped off right up to within
a few inches of the garboard strake. And despite this
the schooner didn't make a bit of water. Not a drop.
Well, it wasn't the first piece of keel she had lost.
But we had serious trouble a little while later-the
propeller shaft, the thrust block, and a careless work-
man in the yard being responsible. 'Ve had cleared
Ambrose and were under sail before a light northwest
breeze. Jim Dove, the chief engineer, had the engine
running, and all of a sudden he came rushing on deck
and sang out that the sleeve had broken again and that
we were taking in water. I followed him below just in
time to see him throw the engine out of gear and shut
off the power altogether. He ran aft, I after him, and
we got there just in time to see that the after collar of
the shaft had worked almost off its bolts. Some work-
man, realigning the shaft, had neglected to use enough
elbow grease when he tightened the nuts on the thrust
block, and they had worked off under the vibration of
actual use.
I might explain that the thrust block prevents the
propeller from coming right back into the vessel instead
of driving the craft ahead through the water. The block
is packed to keep the water out where it belongs. 'Ve
got wrenches on those nuts in short order, and tightened
them down to where they ought to have been in the first
place. It was a good thing Jim was on the job, and saw
[106 ]
NORTHERN PACIFIC, 1928
what was happening, for if we had not got to that collar
when we did we would never have been able to do any-
thing, and the Morrissey would have been on her way
to Fiddler's Green. It was another of those "almosts"
that have followed us so constantly.
A day or so later we ran into dirty weather, and the
crosstrees on the foremast carried away. 'Ve hove to
and put over an oil bag to keep the seas from breaking
over us while we made repairs. By the middle of the
afternoon we had the wreckage cleared away, and had
resumed our progress southward. The wind moderated
that night, but the sea was still running too high for us
to hoist the foresail again. The Morrissey seemed very
small in those mountainous seas. She would run down
into the hollow between two great combers, and then
climb to the crest, to toboggan down again until she
buried herself almost to the foremast. It was a wild
ride, but in all of it none of the deck load broke loose or
was washed overboard. Our own men did the loading
and lashing, and they did a fine job.
When the seas moderated there was plenty of work
for all hands. I had the wheel all day so as to leave the
others free to work, and they did a shipshape job. The
hoisting engine, which refused to work after it became
soaked with salt water, was taken apart and dried out.
The rigging was set up fore and aft, and in addition
an eyebolt on the the martingale under the bowsprit
that had pulled out was replaced. Our gear was over-
hauled, too, and by the time we made the Canal Zone
everything was Bristol fashion.
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I remember that as we sailed into the harbor at Colon
the dirigible Los Angeles passed over head, thirty hours
out of Lakehurst. It had taken us two hundred and
sixty hours to log the same distance. It was night, and
that great ship of the air made an unforgettable picture
as she moved majestically along, her motors filling the
night with their roar. She was alive with lights, and her
shining fabric gleamed dully in the sky. She seemed to
us like a liner as she disappeared to the southward. And
I suppose a day may come when passengers across the
Atlantic won't think of taking a boat. They'll book pas-
sage on a dirigible, or a super-plane, and make the cross-
ing in twenty-four hours or so.
But we were perfectly satisfied with the Morrissey,
and we had no envy of the crowd up in the air. Our
schooner took us through the Panama Canal in fine
shape, with a stop at Bano Colorado Island to visit
Doctor Chapman. Later on, at the other side of the
Isthmus, I encountered General McManus of the Quar-
termaster Corps. I had known him in Alaska, and I
have told of the great times we had in "The Last Voy-
age of the Karluk" I think he was a major then. Now
he had climbed way up, but we had a fine time rehashing
those old days. We were tied up at a government pier,
and an orderly asked me to come to the telephone. It
proved to be Governor Walker of the Canal Zone, ask-
ing me to visit him.
Harry Whitney and I chartered an automobile and
drove over for as pleasant a luncheon as I have ever sat
down to. Mrs. Walker was with us, and as she ex-
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pressed a wish to visit the Morrisses], we drove back
there, and she spent more than an hour aboard, missing
nothing, and we were sorry to see her go. I know that
the old schooner never entertained a more charming
guest.
All this was mighty pleasant, but we had a lot of
northing to run down, and we steamed out of Balboa
the next day, with a deckload so tremendous that the
captain of a tanker moored near us frankly expressed his
doubts as to our ability to carry it. I knew the M orris-
sey, though, and he didn't, and she proved that I was
right.
The only trouble we had was not with the deck load
but with the exhaust pipe, which carried away about an
hour after we left port. It allowed the boiling water,
instead of going overside, to get into the flour. I had
to throw several sacks overboard, and we cleared out the
afterpeak, finding a place for the flour on deck. Then
we made a wooden box around the exhaust pipe and ran
in concrete. That did the job in fine shape.
This would be our last chance to get the 1)-1orrissey in
shape for her work in the north, and the crew was busy
every minute of daylight, overhauling gear, painting,
scraping, mending sails, going over the engines of the
whaleboats. While this was going forward we worked
into the trade winds and spread our canvas, logging off
about 5.4 knots. I'm no author, and I don't pretend to
be able to describe the beauty of that trip, the gorgeous
colors of the sunset and sunrise, the fleecy white clouds,
the blue sea and sky, the flying fishes and dolphins. And
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in the midst of it all, an infinitesimal speck, the IJfor-
risset), plodding along to the northward. I don't know
how to be happier than being at the wheel of my
schooner under those conditions. The 1J'[orrissey felt it.
I could tell from her life and skittishness. She loved it,
and showed it in every line of her.
Eventually we raised the Swiftsure Lightship and
then the Latoosh Light Vessel, and with a spanking
breeze on our tail ran through the Straits of Juan de
Fuca, anchoring in Seattle harbor the next night. Busy
days followed, with the 1J'[orrissey hauled out in the
Todd dock. I was delighted with the way they treated
us, for in most yards, by thunder, a schooner as small
as mine receives scant attention. But they did a real job
here, and the men seemed determined to have everything
exactly right. They figured out what was wrong with
the propeller shaft, that electrolytic action I men-
tioned, and took steps to remedy it. '''"hat they did was
so effective that I carried the new sleeve from Seattle
to the Arctic Ocean, back to New York, thence to Lab-
rador, again to New York, twice to the northeast coast
of Greenland, and once to the northwest coast. And
when we finally took it out it still looked pretty good.
Workmanship like that is worth paying for, and you
don't find it often enough to hurt, either.
They did more than fix the sleeve. They replaced
the section of keel ripped off in N ew York harbor for
one thing, and did many other odd jobs. But all the
crowd from New York were waiting for us at Prince
Rupert, and they were in a hurry to get away. I knew,
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of course, that they would be in a hurry to get back,
too. Heaven will be a dull place for most people. Hell
would probably be more to their liking, for the devil
would have plenty doing to keep them in the mood. But
if they wanted hurry, why that was what they would
get, so we hauled out of Seattle as soon as possible, and
Captain Higgins piloted us through the inside passage,
doing the 580 miles to Prince Rupert in one hundred
and sixteen hours, fifteen minutes.
When we arrived, I found that the demand for hurry-
ing still was in effect, but we had to have new crosstrees
for the foremast, and the crowd had to wait a while.
The work was done with all possible speed, and it rained
every minute. This caused no excitement, for they are
used to rain here, and don't even bother with oilskins or
umbrellas. They actually paint in the rain, and the
mere rerigging of the foremast of a small schooner was
nothing to be held up by such a trifle.
We got away on May 1, in the first bit of sunshine
Prince Rupert had known for days, bound for Juneau,
with the long days and short nights ahead of us, and our
departure was quite an occasion, with flags flying and
whistles blowing. The weather outside was none too
good, but it cleared up after we had Cape F'anshaw
abeam, and we made a good run to the Alaskan port.
It took us all day to complete our business there, and in
the course of it I ran into myoId friend Albert Payson
Terhune. 'Ve had a good talk before the Itlorrissey was
back on her course northward.
The weather was fairly thick, but there was enough
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visibility for us to pick up buoys, lighthouses, and
beacons, and we footed along until we sailed into the
big tide rips in the Indian Passage. I had heard about
them, and now that we were about to go in they looked
and sounded menacing. 'Ve were approaching in abso-
lutely calm water, and it gave me a queer feeling to see
that stormy waste of water ahead. But our uneasiness
vanished as soon as the lJlorrissey got into the rips. 'Ve
were tossed around like a cork in a mill race, but it was
obvious that she could stand all that pounding and more,
and that our motor had sufficient power so that we
would not be swept into trouble by the current, which
did not run with the axis of the passage, but set more
toward the north shore.
We were not in the rips long, and late in the after-
noon we anchored in the head of Stag Bay. It was
raining-as usual. We were getting as accustomed to
this as the natives of Prince Rupert, and the normal
life of the ship went on. Our scientists went ashore
looking for specimens, while we on board put in our
time filling the water and fuel tanks below from the
supply barrelled on deck. About this time the rain was
supplanted by snow, and thereafter the two alternated,
with brief periods of clear weather, until we put to sea
again and stood out across the Gulf of Alaska for the
entrance to the terminal pass. The sun shone in all its
glory then, and we could see the high peaks of Mount
McKinley, in frosty majesty. It was a great sight, we
had a fair wind, and life seemed good. On our course
we ran across several fur seals, looking for all the world
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like girls in one piece bathing suits, and later, inside the
Eskimo Islands, we jigged for cod, securing a half quin-
tal in a short time. These fish looked something like the
cod taken off the Grand Banks, but they were more like
what we called rock cod, which stay inshore and which
we catch on the Labrador. 'Ve had a prime fish chow-
der that night.
Continuing north, we passed through a tickle in the
Ileaksil Islands, and anchored off a village named Bel-
foski. l\facCracken went ashore in one of the whale-
boats and soon came back with a Russian priest named
Father Hotvishky. He had become a citizen of the
United States, was to be head guide for the bear hunting
at Port Molier, and he claimed to be some pumpkins
as a pilot. He took us up to the salmon cannery at False
Pass, through which I had intended going as he told me
it was navigable, but by the time we reached the cannery
I had revised by opinions as to his ability as a pilot. My
feeling on this grew when I talked to the skipper of
one of the cannery steamers, and he told me not to try
the pass unless I had plenty of power. Probably I
would have tried it anyway in my younger days, but the
folly of taking unnecessary chances was being driven
home, and I decided that the longest way around might
be the shortest way home. So instead of trying it we
stood out from the Scotch Cap.
Passing this point recalled to my mind a tragedy
that happened there years before, when I was a guest
of Captain Cochran aboard the Coast Guard cutter
Bear. We were at Unalaska, in the Aleutian Islands,
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moored near the cutter Unalga. I was in the wardroom
of the Unalga with an officer friend of mine when orders
came through for his craft to go to the Scotch Cap and
take off the lighthouse keeper, who was dangerously ill.
I returned to the Bear, and the Unalga steamed out of
the harbor. A few hours later we got word by radio
that the lifeboat from the Unalga had reached the beach
safely, picked up the ailing keeper, and, in return ing,
had been capsized and her entire crew, includ ing my
friend, drowned.
It is a hell hole, anyway, with a tremendous sea and
a strong undertow. When a smart breeze is blowing
against the current it is a tough spot for any craft, let
alone a lifeboat. There are fifty -nine differen t kinds of
seas coming at you from all directions. T hey come
aboard, too, raising the devil with your bulwarks, and
unless things on deck are well lashed they do not stay
there long; no, not on the best of them. B elieve me, I
was glad to get through there .
From there to Port l\Iolie r we made good time, and
the shore party left us to camp at Hot Springs, twenty-
four miles away . Ed Weyer was archreologis t for the
M useum of Natural History, and it was his job to
search among the shell heaps and old houses and graves
for Eskimo relics. Doctor H. B. Anthony was to get
all the mammals he could for the same institution. Mac-
Cracken was for the present out for bear, and he got
one or two, although he was a little early, and most of
his intended victims were still up at the snow line. Later
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he got on the trail of something more interesting, and
we'll come to that soon.
I myself rarely left the Morrisseu, for that was the
common centre of all activities, and I wanted to be on
hand if anything happened to one of our scattered
bands. We had plenty to do on board, overhauling gear
and making repairs to boats and. engines and sails. 'Ve
also had miserable weather the whole time. The sun
almost never shone, and it blew hard day and night.
Rain was frequent and the mountain peaks seemed al-
ways wrapped in dirty gray fog. Anchored where we
were, it was quite a job to keep the lliorrisscy where we
wanted her. \Ve seemed to do nothing but heave in or
slack off chain. 'Vhen possible, we rode to a single
anchor with sixty fathoms of chain, but when it blew
extra hard we had to drop another hook. Even with a
riding sail set she wouldn't head to the wind, and seas
frequently broke over the stern. As a rule we had to
keep sea watches, and the fog was such that only twice
were we able to see the volcano Pavlof.
Father Hot-whiskey, to use the name by which he
was known aboard ship, performed a wedding ceremony
here, one of our guides, by the name of Larsen, being
the groom. The bride was a local girl. Nobody knew
quite why the wedding took place, including Larsen,
who was heard to mutter something about "wife in name
only," but it gave the priest a chance to rig himself out
like a ship of the line in the full regalia of the Russian
Church. He looked like a million dollars, and we sus-
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pected him of arranging the wedding to do his stuff.
However the bride and groom felt about it, everyone
else had a good time, with cakes and coffee, and a dance
with singing and story telling. But even the wedding
didn't get a break from the weather. I quote from the
ship's log for that day:
"Day begins with a living gale from the southeast.
Anchor watch kept, chain out end for end on both
anchors, sixty fathoms on the port and ninety on the
starboard. Land covered with dark, ominous clouds.
With current running against the wind, ship rolls and
pitches and takes spray over her as though at sea. Cur-
rent where we are anchored runs sometimes as high as
four knots, but generally one and a half. Barometer no
criterion of wind. Wind blows with high glass as well
as low. Even red sky at sunset doesn't mean a fine
day tomorrow, and a rainbow at night is no harbinger
of good weather. Everything means bad weather up
here."
We were at Port Molier until June 24, more than a
month, and we welcomed the time for departure. What
a hell of a place that was! 'Ve came in there with wind,
fog, and rain; kept them all the time we were at anchor,
and now, by God, we were leaving it the same way. It
took us four days to run to Dutch Harbor, in the Aleu-
tian Islands, and every mile we made away from Port
Molier was counted so much profit. Safely moored
there, Mac and I walked from Dutch Harbor to U na-
laska, where I found Captain Cochran and yarned with
him while Mac talked with the natives. And when he
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came back he was hot on the trail of that hunt I re-
ferred to a few pages back.
He had got wind of some Eskimo mummies, and they
were what he had come all the way from New York to
find. \Ve rushed back to the 1J'lorrissey and took her to
the village of Kasegn, where Mac, with Junius Bird and
Ed Weyer, went ashore to pump the natives some more.
They had an idea that this was the place where the
mummies were to be found, but nothing came of it. Un-
dismayed, we put to sea again. It seems that the first
clue had come from an old Eskimo in Unalaska, who
told Mac of an island that was "square, like a white
man's box. And the north wind has cut through it."
\Ve were in a hurry, because Mac had also heard rumors
that two other expeditions were secretly after the mum-
mies, and if anyone got them, we intended to be the
lucky party.
As we sailed we finally raised an island, standing
sheer from the sea. As we looked at it, Junius quoted
the Eskimo: "Like a white man's box." And by the
beard of Neptune, it did look like an enormous packing
case. The next thing to find was whether the north
wind had cut it through. 'Ve sailed around it, and there,
sure enough, was a gigantic cleft, running clear down
to sea level. You can imagine our feelings. \Ve were so
jumpy we could hardly get the whaleboat away, for it
certainly looked promising.
The cliffs came down sheer to the sea almost the
entire coast line, but the landing party, with great diffi-
culty, finally got ashore. And within ten minutes after
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landing, inside the cleft, they found a small, shallow
room hollowed out in the rock by the sea. It was dark,
and smeared with bird lime, and it contained human
bones, skulls, and ancient Eskimo implements. These
finds were extremely valuable, but Mac and Junius both
had hoped to find the burial place of a chief. The y
searched farther, and finally climbed to the very top,
so high above the water that the sea didn't seem to be
moving at all. They could see the lines of each wave,
but it seemed stationary.
They could find nothing that looked like what they
were after, until Junius noticed a small patch of sod.
It was the only sod on the island, and that struck him as
peculiar. Just for luck he cut into the turf with his
knife, and the next minute he let out a yell. The blade
of his knife had revealed a rotten log. Not a tree grow s
within 700 miles of that island, and this discovery meant
something. Mac joined him, and the two started dig-
ging furiously. In that lonely spot, high above the
tossing ocean, they had found what they wanted, the
burial place of a chief. It was like a small log cabin
built into the earth. Under the roof of logs was foun d
grass matting, skillfully woven and tucked in care-
fully at the sides. They removed this and found seal-
skins, more matting, and then weapons, a dozen ivory-
headed harpoons, a skin canoe, a paddle, and a stone
lamp.
They were sure they were right, now, for such a grave
would never have been constructed for any but an im-
portant man. But were the mummies there, and if so,
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in what condition were they? They went ahead, and
found a floor of logs. More matting and tanned skins
were brought to light, and beneath them were the mum-
mies. In a compartment alone was the chief, and in
another were three figures, a man, a woman, and a child.
All were folded up, their knees against their chests, and
were tightly bound with skin wrappings and several
lengths of leather thongs. Each body was in a container
made of tanned and decorated pup sealskins, fastened to
wooden hoops, and each container lay in a lining of sea
otter and soft grass matting. Clothing and personal
belongings filled the outer spaces, and a shield had been
laid over the body of the chief. Obviously these Eskimos
had believed that the dead would need their earthly be-
longings in the next world and had laid them away in
the grave.
With infinite care Mac and Junius removed the
mummy of the chief from its compartment and un-
wound the shroud of gut and grass. Here was the
crucial moment. 'Vould they find nothing but crumbled
clay? It didn't look that way, but they couldn't be sure.
And then they uncovered a dry, wrinkled brown hand.
His body was so perfectly preserved that they could see
the hairs in the skin of his legs, and the details of his
joints, trunk, and limbs. They found that his viscera
had been removed, the cavity being filled with grass. His
eyeballs had also been taken out and replaced with clay,
the lids being closed. The chief was clad in a parka of
sea otter, and his head was encased in a hood of finely
woven grass fabric that extended well down over his
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body. Under this was a hood of sea lion intestine, and
then another one of grass. His legs were covered by
fine grass leggings. He lay flat on his back on another
wooden shield.
The other mummies appeared to be escorts to the
dead chief, although it was not determined whether they
had been sacrificed in the funeral rites and buried with
him. The head of the hunter was perfectly preserved,
and a string of beads was found on his face. Four in-
dividual amber beads of the string were later identified
as a variety hitherto found no nearer than Korea. This
appeared to be another link in the chain binding abori-
ginal Americans with ancient Asia.
The next thing was to get the relics from their resting
place to the "M orrissey , and a tackle was rigged to get
them to the foot of the cliff. Rain was falling as this
work got under way, but the finds were carefully
covered, and reached the bottom without damage. It
was a tough job, too, to make the transfer to the
schooner, but Mac and his gang had good luck, and
today the chief reposes in the American Museum of
Natural History.
Overjoyed with this success, we set our course for the
Seal Islands, passing Bogoslof Island on our way. This
island is volcanic, and as a matter of fact appeared from
beneath the surface of the ocean less than fifty years
ago. We could see smoke coming from the ground in
places, proving that the fires that had hurled it up into
the light of day were still there. A number of sea lions
were playing around near the island, but they showed
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neither fear nor interest, and didn't even bother to show
off. But Bogoslof Island was soon swallowed up in the
customary fog, and we groped our way to Saint George
Island, where I found myself intensely interested in
the seal rookeries. I had read of them many times; I
had heard how Captain Healy of the Corwin had so
camouflaged his cutter that the poachers were actually
at the rookeries before they saw her, and realized that
their thieving was done for a number of years. Cana-
dian sealers had told me other stories of this place, and
now I was on the ground, with permission to wander
wherever I chose.
Ever since I had gone off with father I had been
keenly interested in seals. I knew that but for the inter-
vention of the Federal Government the seal would prob-
ably have become extinct in the western waters of
America. In the course of this great work the Bureau
of Fisheries has obtained definite and accurate informa-
tion regarding the Pribloff seal from birth to maturity.
No such information, unfortunately, is available about
the Newfoundland seal. We don't even know when they
are born, although we do know that the whitecoats, or
harp seals, are weaned about the middle of March. I
would like to see a complete and systematic study,
using airplanes, made of the eastern seal over a period
of years. In my opinion this would be very valuable
data. Only a few days ago I visited R. R. M. Car-
penter at his home in Delaware. Another guest was
Senator Fred Walcott, and the extensive nature of his
knowledge regarding the western seal made me hope
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that some day similar information will be available on
this side of the continent.
And talking of seals reminds me of an inciden t on
the way to Saint George Island. The watch saw a fur
seal asleep on the water, put the Morrissey alongside,
and scooped him in. When I came on deck a littl e later
the mate told me his watch had captured a queer -looking
animal for our collection, an animal that looked some-
thing like a seal. Before he had finished I knew what
they had found, and I never did anything with more
speed than seeing to it that the prisoner was released.
I also pointed out to the watch that if we were caught
with one of those seals aboard, dead or alive, it meant
two years in the brig for all of us. They had broken
the law in all innocence, viewing the seal as a rare speci-
men for the museum, but this point might have been
hard to explain.
We spent a day at Saint George Island, and then
we were off for Bering Straits and the Arctic Ocean.
But we had been in commission for severa l mont hs now,
and we hadn 't been in a jam for a long time . It was
about time for us to get ourselves into tro uble, and we
did, beginning on July 8. I remember that we were
slipping along with all sail set before a light breeze,
and through water as smooth as a cup sloop's mainsail.
We were making about five and a half knots unde r sail
and power, and I was just congratulating myself on
the favorable conditions when I heard the moto r racing.
Then it stopped abruptly.
I had a sinking feeling, the kind you get in a rapidly
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dropping elevator. I waited to see what would happen,
and in a minute or two Junius appeared on deck, his
face as long as an old-timer's yarn of the sea.
"Well, skipper," he said, "that blankety blanked
shaft has broken inside the sleeve. The propeller's still
there, and I hope to God it doesn't take a notion to slip
enough to jam the rudder."
I felt that way, too, including the cursing.
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CONTINUED
OU R position was not an enviable one, for if theshaft slipped out. of the sleeve enough to jamthe rudder, we ,~ould be out of control unless
we could clear it, and that would be a difficult and per-
haps impossible job. 'Ve had to get to some place where
we could beach the schooner, we had to go there under
sail, and we had to pray that the shaft would stay where
it was. As for beaching her, there were two alternatives.
One was to go back to trnalaska, and the other was to
use the fair wind and continue on to Teller. I decided
on the latter, feeling as I did so that it might turn out
to be a mistake. Everything would have been perfect
at Unalaska, with a big tide drop, a shelving beach, and
a wharf to which we could have lashed her to keep her
on an even keel. We could have done the job in one tide
and got off on the flood. We also would have kept out
of trouble.
But Teller had it, we were about seventy miles from
there, and I let her ride. The shaft didn't move an inch,
and we arrived, in thick fog and a fresh southwest
breeze, the next afternoon. 'Vhen it cleared I put the
power boats over, lashing them together, and they towed
us to the entrance to Grantley Harbor, where I anch-
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ored, the ebb still running strongly. The whaleboat
was sent off to look at the narrow entrance to the sound.
It was buoyed, but not well enough for a stranger to
enter it with any confidence, and we were overjoyed
when a local man put out in a power boat. He looked
us over, and guessed we could get through in the centre
of the channel, offering his services as pilot. I decided
to heave up on the slack water after the ebb, and when
this time came got under way.
Everything went nicely for a while, with a fair wind
in the foresail, and the power boats helping out. Then
a swirl of current struck us, and the schooner got out
of control, sticking her nose into the edge of the bank.
She wasn't on long, a backwash striking her, wheeling
her around, and sending her back into mid-channel.
Once clear, we went back to deep water and anchored.
Had I known then what I learned later, I would have
taken the hint, kept right on going out of there and
never stopped until I hit Unalaska.
But no. We were where we had started out to go,
and I hoped we could do our job yet. Another man
came out and offered us his assistance, and he took us
through all right into a small hole about five fathoms
deep, just large enough for the ~lorri88ey to ride to
ten fathoms of chain. While here he gave me informa-
tion about beaching facilities farther up the river, and
acting on his advice I took a pilot and started off. The
pilot told me that a schooner named the Olga had been
beached on the shelving bank of the river, and I tried
my level best to find if she was as large as the JJlorrissey.
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He said he thought she was, and that was the best I
could pry out of him. I soon realized that he was
wrong.
The water began to shoal off, and presently we lodged
on a bank of silt. The tide was flooding and floated us,
and I again anchored, sending the whaleboat off to
sound for a channel. They found it all right, but night
was corning on, so we returned to the hole and turned
in, to get as much rest as possible before the hard job
of beaching and making repairs. The wind blew up
from the northwest while we were asleep, and that was
a bad break, for it drove the water out of the bay . It is
astonishing how wind can keep down a flood tide and
help an ebb, if it blows fres h enough from the right
quarter, and that was what happened here .
When we turned out in the morning the breeze died,
and we got under way, and had run but a little distance
when the expected happened. 'Ve grounded. T he rise
and fall of the tide here was very small, two or three
feet, I think, and the wind blew up again, lowering it
below normal for the ebb. As the water fell, the Mor-
1'issey settled into the mud, there to stay for a while,
unless all signs failed me. She was upr ight as a dish,
and the only thing in our favor was that there were no
rocks or ledges to hurt her underbody.
The kedges carne out in the usual way, and we hoisted
sail, hoping that the breeze might work us clear . N oth-
ing happened. I looked around and there was our friend
Peterson, the man who had taken us into the river,
corning down in a scow. I hailed him and char tered the
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scow. He tied up alongside, and we transferred the
entire deckload. This failed to get her out of the mud,
too, and I sent for another scow. It was no time for
fooling around, for the spring freshets were past, the
water was getting lower every day, and if we could not
get off quickly we would be there, literally, for a year,
until the rise of the next spring floated us.
The deckload was taken ashore, and that gave us
two scows to work with. I had the whole thing figured
out, and I was going to work on the pontoon principle.
I lashed one of the scows on each side of the Morrissey
and then opened their sea cocks. Once they were full
of water we rove two steel pennants from the scows
under the keel of the Morrisses]. That was the worst
job of all, having no diving equipment, and, by God,
I don't know to this day how we finally got them
through. It took us hours, but at last it was done, and
we took up on them as best we could and belayed them.
The next step was to pump the water out of the scows,
and here our bilge pump came in handy. Once this
water thrower got on the job, it didn't take long, and
the scows were straining hard on the pennants.
Then came the crucial moment. The tide was as high
as it was going to get. Our kedges were still out, and we
took as big a strain on them as they could stand. Our
sails were set, and the power boats were doing their ut-
most. With the scows supplying a lot of lifting power,
there was a gurgling, sucking sound from the water,
and suddenly we were free. Slowly and carefully we
worked back to that deep hole of ours and anchored.
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Sometimes I may be a little slow in getting an idea, but
I now had this one neatly stowed below deck. ,""e
weren't going to get into that river. Anything we did
to the Morrisseu's stern would have to be done here.
We talked it all over, and then set to the job of
unhanging the rudder so that we could get at the pro-
peller and shaft. This proved to be a lot of fun, espe-
cially for a crowd of the hungriest mosquitoes I ever
saw. The old saying at sea is, "One hand for yourself
and one for the ship." 'Ve revised it to, "One hand for
the work and one for slapping." This was just a pre-
liminary, and when it was concluded we turned to the
shaft. Our first idea was to raise her stern by putting
her down by the head. We got bags of sand and loaded
them into the bow, but it did not help enough to do any
good. But I still had the scows, and I towed one of
them under the bowsprit, as light as we could make her,
lashed her up well as we could, and then reversed the
pontoon process. It was a swell idea, and it worked
about as well as Diesel oil in a gasoline engine.
That concluded our ideas on getting the stern out of
the water, and we held another conference, deciding to
work on the "Dforrissey as she was. The best thing to
do was to bring the shaft into the schooner, so we made
fast a line to the wheel, finally got it unshipped, and
brought it on deck. In the engine room there was not
sufficient space to work the shaft out as it was, and
Jim Dove and Junius Bird had to saw it into sections.
This took a lot of time, but finally they did it, and as the
last section came out I stood ready with a plug and a
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hammer. As a precautionary measure we had the bilge
pump going, but it was not needed for more than a
minute or so, as I drove the plug into the sleeve, and
shut off the flow of water.
We could sail now without fear of jamming the rud-
der, and we got under way, anchoring finally at the
Lomen Reindeer station at Teller. There I booked
passage on the steamer N anook for Nome, where I had
been informed by radio that I could pick up the Coast
Guard cutter Northland and get assistance. I took the
propeller, shaft, and spare parts with me, and had them
lashed on deck. But I was taking no chances, and when
we ran into an easterly blow after clearing the shoals
off Point Spencer, I brought the whole thing to my
stateroom. I intended to arrive at Nome with all the
gear I started out to take there, and I did it, too.
Once ashore, I called on my old friend Tom Ross, in
charge of the Coast Guard station, and he put me in
touch with a yard that could handle the job. The N orth-
land, which had been at sea, arrived at Nome shortly
after we did, and her chief engineer, Mcf..aughlin,
stayed with the job in the yard until it was finished.
I had explained that if a speedy delivery were not made
we would not be able to get into the Arctic Ocean, and
they worked night and day. Most of it was done on
overtime, and yet they charged me nothing for that. It
was a good job, and very reasonable. People can do an
awful lot to help you if they feel like it, and it has
been my experience that they are glad to more often
than not.
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With the shaft finished and ready, Tom Ross got his
men together and put it on a truck that took it to the
Snake River landing. From there it was transfer red to
a surf boat, and you would have thought it was a new-
born baby the way Tom made the crowd handle it. I
was greatly pleased, and grateful to him for the care he
took. His watchfulness continued when we were along-
side the Northland, and he stowed it so that it couldn't
possibly be damaged. Captain Hottel met me at the
gangway, and placed his quarters at my disposa l. I had
been on my feet practically all the time I was in N orne,
and it was a real treat to get into a good bath, and then,
in clean pajamas, to sleep between sheets.
When I turned out again we were roundi ng Point
Spencer, and I felt a lot better. Edson Ma rshall, the
author, was also a guest on the N orthland, and I en-
joyed his company greatly, and I also had a fine talk
with a member of the ship's company named B erg. He
had been bos'n on the Bear in the old days, and we re-
called lots of adventures in which we had figured. I
saw in The New York Sun the other day that the N orth-
land was putting out from San Francisco on her an-
nual cruise to Point Barrow. It made me remem ber the
time when she was so helpful at Teller. She has a great
crowd aboard, and they live up to the highest ideals of
their great service.
On the way up from Nome, McLaughlin had super-
vised the placing of the propeller and sleeve on the
shaft, and he and his men did a fine piece of work. It
lasted us from Teller into the Arctic an d all the way
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back to New York. But we had to fit it into place our-
selves, and it was quite a task. The whole rig was
loaded into one of the Northland's launches, and taken
to the lJforrissey early in the morning. All hands on
the schooner had a mug-up and then turned to. Tricky
and dangerous business was just ahead, for I had deter-
mined to work the shaft into the lJ'forrissey while she
was afloat. There was no other way. If things went
wrong, and we destroyed or seriously injured the lead
tube, our engine would be out of commission for keeps,
as there was no drydock near at hand, and no means of
getting a new tube. But I had reached a stage in the
game where I didn't care what happened. As far as I
was concerned it was kill or cure, and I didn't care
much which.
So we rigged up the booms and tackles over the stern
and both quarters to handle the guy ropes and steady
the shaft, and we swung it out, lowered beneath the
surface and the end inserted in the tube. It slid in for a
foot or so and then jammed. 'Ve had to go gently, for
we were afraid of puncturing the tube or bending the
shaft, and it looked like a long and painstaking job. I
felt that we had to have the shaft nearer the surface,
and we again tried the sand bags and the flooded scow.
It didn't do enough good, so I took one of the motor
boats and went down to the Nanook for more sandbags
and empty casks. I got them all right, but as we neared
the Jforrissey I could see the crew jumping up and
down, and waving their arms. I thought for a minute
they must be foundering, but when I was within hailing
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range they shouted that the job was done. Two of the
men, one on either side, had pulled it into place hand
over hand.
When I heard that, I was delirious with joy myself,
and with renewed energy we turned to in an effort to
complete the job. 'Ve never let up for an instant, and
at the end of thirty hours things were back to normal
in the engine room . Then the ballast was taken out of
the forecastle, stowed underneath the cabin floor aft,
the sand was emptied out of the sacks, the deck policed,
the rudder rehung, and our water tanks filled . We had
seen plenty of this place, believe me, and we hove up
and started out right away.
I say started, for despite our utmost precaut ions, we
ran ag round before we had made a quarter of a mile.
And I give you my word, I didn't say a thing, not a
sing le pressure-relieving oath did I utter, un til we
kedged off and were afloat again. But it was all there,
p iling up, and it came out in a rush that almost back-
winded the mainsail. And I concluded it wit h a nine-
j ointed sailorman's oath that if I ever got out of this
God-forsaken place, this blasted hell hole, I would be
keel -hauled before I ever came back . The trouble was
that the water had just naturally drained out of the
place, leaving but ten to fourteen feet of wate r where
there should have been eighteen. But fortunately the
wind came southwest, and that piled in enough water to
float us.
A t that there were a number of times when she was
plough ing her way through mud on her way to deep
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water. I had the whaleboat out ahead of us, sounding
for the deepest water, but even this did not get us out
without striking several times. The best break I can give
these places was that we could kedge off them. For
miles going out of that infernal bay we had to warp and
kedge and use both engine and sail to drive her through
the muck. 'Ve were nervous wrecks, every mother's son
of us. Why, my dear man, when you get like that a
slap in the face from a midget would make you cry
like a child. It was as exasperating and as nerve-wrack-
ing a time as I have ever known.
But it couldn't go on forever, and the water finally
began to deepen. 'Ve got twelve feet, then thirteen,
and up to seventeen feet a mile or more from the en-
trance to Grantley Harbor. And at last we were free
and clear. The wind was freshening and we had plenty
of water, so we cut the engine and let her foot under
jumbo, fore and trysail. It sure was great to feel her
heel over, stick her rail under, and cavort around as if
she was as glad to be out of that mess as we were, and
that is saying something. I must admit there were
times when I thought we'd leave the Morriseep'« bones
in that place. I swore I'd never go back there, and I
never have. I'm a seafaring man, and I like plenty
of water under me.
We made a quick run to the American Diomede Isl-
and. The international line between Russia and this
country passes between the American and Russian Dio-
medes, and a good man could spit across the channel
with a fair wind. Dirty weather made us drop a hook
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in the lee of Big Diomede, but after a while the clouds
began to whiten, and spots of blue began to appear in
the sky, enough to make patches for the Dutchman's,
breeches. 'Ve gave Jacques a chance to observe the bird
loomeries, but it was July 30, and I was anxious to get
into polar waters. We had no trouble going through
Bering Strait, with nothing to worry us except the
remote possibility of smacking Siberia or Alaska. The
water temperature when we left the Diomedes was 44
degrees Fahrenheit. In the polar sea it was 37%, but
as we steamed across the Continental Shelf it warmed
up again to 43.
On the port hand was the glint of ice for the first
time. I found later that the ice seldom or ever leaves
the land, blocking Long Strait and extending eastward
along the Siberian coast to Cape Serdzekamen. On
August 2 we sighted a few growlers, and by morning
of the next day were in the heavy body of ice. We
followed the edge all day, looking for bear. We found
none, although a great many seal were in evidence. We
kept working through loose ice, getting close to Herald
Island, and on August 8 were blocked from farther
progress. We tied up to a big floe just as fog shut in
on us.
And when it cleared I saw that we had been hemmed
in, and were several miles from open water. I thought,
though, that I spotted a lead that would take us out.
But by the time we got there, it had vanished. 'Ve
waited-we couldn't do anything else-and presently it
showed signs of opening up again. I went aloft to the
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crow's-nest to can the lJIorrissey through. 'Ve worked
our way into the lead, and the farther we went the more
dangerous our predicament became, for it was blowing
hard, and we were nearing the weather edge of the ice.
Growlers were all around us, dirty, low-lying, gray
blocks of ice, some as big as a freight car, and in the
heavy swell they were so many battering rams. If one
of them got us squarely, we would get a quick look at
Davy Jones's locker, and you may lay to that. Even
the small pieces bobbing up and down with ever-increas-
ing momentum looked menacing.
I sang out to give her the linen, and the mate had the
jumbo, fore and trysail on her in quick time. With sail
and power we had to fight our way out of this, and do it
quickly, or we were goners, and the battle was on. It
was some experience up there aloft, conning her. The
biggest job for me was to stay in the crew's-nest, for it
was ninety feet above the deck, and with the lJIorrissey
standing on end and laying over to the canvas, I was like
a stone in a slingshot. 'Vhen she was shoved up into
the wind in weathering a growler, the slatting of the
sails almost lifted me right out of the barrel.
What a sight it was, too. There below me was the
deck of the schooner, the crew on the sheets, the mate at
the wheel. My brother Will was mate, and he's a better
man with the }}Iorrissey in ice than I am. And for
miles I could see that tossing mass of ice, lifting and
falling on the swell, with the open sea, dark blue, up to
windward. But I didn't get to look around much, for
those jumping-jack growlers around us took all my
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attention. There were times when I was thrown so hard
against the sides and rim of the crow's-nest that I saw
more stars than there are in the sky, and often I was as
groggy as a fighter who has been down for a count of
nine. The only thing that kept me going was the fight
of it, and the thought of losing my little schooner, for
I had brought her many thousands of miles from her
eastern home, and I wanted to bring her back.
As we worked ahead, that expanse of open sea came
nearer and nearer. It was time, for we had been bat-
tling for hours to get clear. I had worked her almost
free, and I was just about to give a cheer when I saw
a big growler come out from behind the point of ice,
bearing down on us like a submarine's torpedo at its
target. It was like a taxi crossing your bow at the
change of traffic lights. I yelled to keep her off, and it
scraped the paint on our weather side as it went by.
Running off that way took us close to the low, project-
ing spur of the floe on the port side, and I yelled to
come about. \Ve filled away on the port tack, and the
Jforrissey's swinging quarter just barely cleared. And
that was the end of it. As weak as a kitten, I crawled
down the ratlines to the deck. My brother Will was
weak, too. He told me then that when I sang out "Give
her the linen!" he knew it was death or glory for the
schooner and us. He was right, too, for the lJ10rrissey
was never nearer Fiddler's Green than she was then.
Once safely out of the ice, we wore ship and went
right back in again. But things were different, for the
wind had dropped, and the swell subsided rapidly. We
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were after walrus, for we wanted fresh meat even
though we had plenty of tinned supplies. Stuff out of
cans becomes tiresome, and you don't have to be living
on it long to find it out, either. The liver of a young
walrus is as good as cow liver, and the heart, stuffed
with savory dressing, is simply great, even though it
may not sound that way.
I remember that the great Chicago specialist, Doctor
Nicholas Senn, made a summer trip as far north as
Etah many years ago in the Peary Arctic auxiliary
steamer Erie. 'Ve were lying alongside her in the
Roosevelt, taking on coal for our trip to Cape Sheridan.
Peary invited the doctor to supper, and Charley Percy,
who was steward and had been with us for years, got
busy with the walrus meat. 'Ve lived simply aboard the
Roosevelt; no fancy dishes, but Charley certainly could
cook walrus. The menu that night was walrus liver
and stuffed heart, and Doctor Senn had two helpings.
'Vhen Peary asked him if he could go a third, he apolo-
gized for his tremendous appetite and said he could.
Charley was serving, and I could see him beaming at
this approval of his cooking. Nothing was said about
what the dishes were until the end of the meal, and
when Peary told the doctor what he had been eating,
he looked as though he could scarcely believe his ears.
On this occasion we had fair luck hunting, and se-
cured several fine hearts. We kept working the edge
of the ice, going into the loose floes until they tightened
up, and then steaming out to the edge again, working
back to the westward. Andy, the taxidermist, and an
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Eskimo we brought with us from the Diomedes had the
walrus skins, specimens for the Museum of Natural
History, salted and put in a pound on deck. 'Ve
spotted many birds flying oyer the edge of the ice, two
species of phalrope, two kinds of tern, and lots of jaeger
and kittiwake gulls. The wind had worked around to
the northward, and we had intermittent snow squalls.
The ice was tight all the way along, which was too
bad, for I wanted to work in toward 'Vrangell Island.
This was a good season for polar bears around it and
Herald Island, and Mac wanted a shot at some of them.
'Ve couldn't get in, and in addition, two things went
wrong. The exhaust pipe gave us more trouble, and
we had to lay to under the lee of a big floe and make
repairs. A little later we carried away the starboard
back rope of the bobstay, and we had to drop our sails
smartly to keep the rig in her. 'Ve clapped on a watch
tackle. And it came on to snow again, so thick you
couldn't see your hand before your face. \Ve had been
running off before it, and we didn't realize the strength
of the breeze. But we did when we hauled up and began
to sail up hill. 'iVe had been reaching along pretty close
to the edge of the ice, and we suddenly realized we had
to get clear, and right away, too .
The sea was breaking on the ice just as it would on a
beach, tossing the growlers around, and that weather
edge was no place for us. 'iVe weren't sure at first
whether we could weather the ice standing to the east-
ward, but it fell away as we came along, and we had
two or three points leeway with the engine going half
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speed, and the foresail, workhorse of a schooner, jib and
j umbo being used with sheets eased. We were racing
quite a bit when the pitching brought the propeller out
of the water, so finally I cut the power, and we pro-
ceeded under sail, making our landfall when I picked
up Cape Jusof and soon after East Cape. "Te were
close to the ice, which had run to the eastward through
Bering Strait, and from aloft I could see that the
Diomedes were surrounded by ice.
I therefore ran to the eastward to the end of the ice,
rounded it and steamed along the southerly edge into
the little Diomede. It was astonishing to see how
quickly the north wind moved the ice in from the Arctic
Ocean. Pack ice kept us out of Michique Bay. From
August 26 to September 2 we cruised in the ice, hunting
for walrus, with some success. But we had enough of
them to make up the group for the Ocean Hall of Life,
and with the Atlantic walrus group collected by the
llIorrissey two years before off northwest Greenland,
they completed the Hall's requirements. I thought we
had better go in to the Diomedes again and pick up Ed
'Veyer, who was studying the natives, and getting all
possible archreological and anthropological information
about the islands for Doctor Wistler of the Museum of
Natural History. No one could tell what the ice would
do, and I wasn't sure we could get Ed if we waited
much longer. So we worked to the southward and about
7 P.~r. on Labor Day we anchored off the village of Lit-
tle Diomede, where we found that Ed had left for Cape
Princ~ of 'Yales. We layover all night, giving the boys
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a chance to stretch their legs on shore, and to trade
with the natives. This was a good break for the natives,
as winter time would soon be on them, and from Octo-
ber to July no vessels could go in or out, and the winter
ice there is no good for sledging.
It was here that I came across, for the first time in
the Pacific, the crimson snow seen and reported by Cap-
tain Ross at Cape York, Northwest Greenland. The
red color comes from algre. In addition, it had a yellow
appearance, which might have come from the stones.
It was old snow. At and around Cape York one sees
lots of the red snow, and when we were up there build-
ing the Peary monument in 1932 the snow for miles
around was a deep scarlet. At the Diomedes it was
present only in small quantities. On leaving Little
Diomede, we steamed over to Big Diomede, in R ussian
waters, and did some trading there, leaving ma ny things
that would be valuable to the natives during the winter.
Then we were off down the straits, running into thick
fog as we were nearing East Cape. The water tempera-
ture showed a decided drop, and this told me, as plainly
as if it had been written on the surface "Ice! B eware!"
T here was nothing for it but to heave to and wait for
better visibility, and when it came I saw that the ther-
mometer had not lied. There was the ice, low in the
water, and threatening. vVe steamed a mile or more to
the southward, after which we hove to while the engine
r oom gang overhauled the Diesel. The rest of us put in
the time worrying about whether Ed had safe ly reached
the mainland. We found later that he had been safely
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at Cape Prince of Wales all the time, digging up Es-
kimo bones and other anthropological and archseological
treasures by day and playing badminton with the resi-
dents at night.
The next day was foggy, and we tied up to an ice
floe. It was another good chance for obtaining flora and
fauna of the ocean floor, one of many we had had during
the days and nights we were tied up to floes, or hunting
walrus over the continental shelf from East Cape al-
most to 'Vrangell Island, eastward to Herald Bank,
and almost to the longitude of Point Barrow and to
74 north latitude. Doctor Waldo L. Schmitt wanted
me to do this, and when in Washington he and I went
to Doctor Steigner for permission. We were refused,
as it was an expedition of the American Museum of
Natural History. It was a grand chance lost, sir, one
that will never come again to our scientists unless some
good angel fits out a special expedition for them.
This fog was followed by a northerly gale with whis-
kers on it and its hair all powdered with snow. It forced
us into the lee of Big Diomede for a while, and we rode
comfortably until it moderated, when we ran down to
Cape Prince of Wales all shipshape. Anchoring off the
mission station at Kingegan, I sent the dory in, but the
surf was too heavy for it to land, and it came back
aboard. A couple of hours later Ed came aboard from
a native craft. He had been having a great time, and it
took him hours to tell us about his adventures, and to
give an account of the things he had found.
We were now, as I predicted earlier in this book, in
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a hurry to get home, and I ordered the anchor hove up.
I was aft, and the first thing I heard was the sound of
tearing metal. Then silence. I ran forward and found
that the winch had been allowed to run until it jammed
the stock of the anchor into the hawse pipe, the strain
breaking the driving shaft and the teeth of the small cog
controlling the big driving wheel. That meant weighing
anchor by hand for the remainder of the cruise, and that
was no pleasant prospect.
However, we were off for Teller, with a northwest
gale on our tail, and, my dear man, that old Morrissey
just boiled along like a train of cars, at times logging
twelve knots. No engine now. Just canvas. The lJfor-
rissey was a real windjammer again, and how she loved
itl You could feel it in the straining gear, in the rush
of water that piled up under her forefoot. She hadn't
moved like that in a long time, and I wouldn't have
traded my post at the wheel to be old man of the biggest
and finest liner that sails the seas. So well did she go
that we anchored off Port Clarence about dark, with the
lighthouse at the entrance to Grantley Harbor bearing
east by north. 'Ve were as near that place as I wanted
to be. While here we took down the Diesel engine and
the windlass, and then, when repairs had been made,
headed for Saint Lawrence Island. We could not lay it,
so I changed the course to Bogoslof Island, and we hove
up to wait for dawn early on Sunday, September 23.
We had permission from Commissioner O'Malley to
hunt sea lions in the Aleutian Islands, and we worked
down there, getting close enough to send a gang ashore.
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Several hours later the whaleboat came back for a line.
They had shot a bull under the northeast point and as
the sea and undertow made it hard to take it aboard,
they wanted to tow it in to the beach. I gave them the line,
along with all the hands I could spare, and by dark they
had it landed and skinned. Then all of them, along with
the sea lion, came out in the dory. They made it in one
trip, and I was alarmed about them, for they had
damned little freeboard, but they made it all right, and
we yanked the dory aboard with all of them in it.
On September 26 we ran off for Unalaska, in light
winds and a mountainous sea. We did hundreds of dol-
lars of damage to our gear in the slatting around. I
had lowered sail and everything was secured, but con-
ditions were so bad that we made practically no head-
way in the dead lumper, or backwash, and could barely
maintain steerage way. It was a tough run to Dutch
Harbor, but we got in all right, took aboard ten tons of
ballast, filled our oil tanks, and were off for Akutan.
Going into the Straits of Akutan we had the current
against us, and the big tide rips became so difficult that
I had to go back the way I had come and enter from
the eastward. We didn't have enough power to get
through. I must say that navigating around the Aleu-
tians is not the sort of thing a man would pick out from
choice.
By dawn of September 29 we had raised the Scotch
Cap on Unimak Island, and with a following sea and
breeze, and with the ebb under us, we made good time
out of the pass. It was at this time that the bos'n re-
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ported sick with a bad earache. I had to take his watch,
but both Ed 'Veyer and Jacques volunteered to help out.
They steered well and were a tremendous aid to me.
We had no doctor aboard, and had no idea what to do
for the bos'n, but Ed Manley raised the Coas t Guard
cutter Aida with the radio and asked for adv ice. The
proper treatment was sent to us quickly, and the rem-
edies suggested were applied, so successfully that the
sick man reportd for duty in a day or two.
Day after day we had hard rain squalls, hea d winds,
and then dead calms in which we slatted aro und in
alarming fashion. The gear couldn't stand that sort
of thing indefinitely, and I was very glad when we
r aised Prince R upert. MacCracken and his party left
us here and ent rained for N ew York. Ou r sp ecimens
went with them, and we drydocked the ~[orri88ey for
repainting and general repairs. All of it was done in a
driving rain, but as I have said, no one pays any atten-
tion to the weather around here. If they did, t hey 'd go
crazy. 'Ve took out the propeller shaft, as I was anx-
ious to see how the end was under the brass sleeve. The
propeller itself wouldn't come off the shaft, and I re-
membered that the Coast Guard men who had put it on
had said that the only way we would lose th at wheel
would be for the shaft to come out .
I was greatly concerned over finances at thi s time,
for I didn't have enough money to pay my ya rd bill,
let alone the Panama Canal tolls . I wrote Geo rg e Put-
nam, asking him to send me a check for $25 0 at the
Can al Zone, taking it out of the $900 I had left from
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book royalties-all I had in the world besides the
schooner. When the yard bill was presented, I told Mr.
McMillan how much I had with me, and he said it
would be enough. So the yard didn't make a nickel on
us, and still the owner was as pleasant as though I had
just paid to have the Leviathan reconditioned.
Bad weather kept us here for a few days, but we
finally put out into a strong head sea, and for many
hours thereafter had a big swell and head winds. We
used power until the wind faired, and then we gave her
the linen and hit the trail down to Panama. One savage
gale after another hit us, and we were twelve days out
of Prince Rupert before we could set the main. The
beatings we took convinced me that the Oregon-pine
bowsprit would have to be shortened. With the jib and
jumbo tacked down to it, the weight of water it picked
up when the Morrissey nose-dived into a swell put too
much strain on the uper structure of the bow and on the
pawl post, where the heel of the sprit was mortised into it.
We were pooped by one wave that filled her up to
the rail from stern to bow. 'Vater got into the engines
through the exhaust pipe, and we had to unship it and
dry it out. In some of those gales the wind velocity got
up to seventy miles an hour, and this, with the rain,
flattened the sea out as though it had been rolled. Then,
when we finally ran into fair weather, we were overrun
with maggots from the skeletons stored in loose salt on
deck. That was the result of careless work, and it took
a long session with the hose, and then with lye, to get rid
of them. After that we repacked the skeletons in lime,
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salt, and lye, and had no further trouble. We also used
the good weather to repaint her upper works, two coats
of white lead, making her look like a million dolla rs.
But this was too good to last, and we ran smack into
another gale, the worst of the bunch. I saw one sea pile
up on our starboard quarter, and I knew by the look of it
that it was going to come aboard us. I also kne w that
anyone on deck would be out of luck, so I pulled the
slide of the after scuttle back and jumped below, yelling
to Crocker, who was at the wheel, to follow me. He
came on the run and I closed the companion slide just
in time. The 1tlorrissey went over until her masts were
level with the water, and I could hear things falling all
th rough the schooner. But she soon snapped back, and
we rushed on deck. Boxes and barrels were washing
around, and our storm trysail was a thing of the past.
vVe kept her before it, running off under bare poles.
The air was thick with spume and the tops of waves,
and we had a merry ride before it moderated. It's been
my experience that any storm will blow itse lf out if you
can only hold on long enough, and that goes for life as
well as the sea. When we dropped our hook at Balboa
I heard that other craft out in that ga le lost several
members of their crews, and I was thankful that none
of us suffered, and that the ltlorrissey had come through
undamaged. Our salvation lay in keeping on the alert
and doing things in time. And we had a tight little
vessel, with excellent gear.
' Ve went through the Canal on D ecember 8, and we
hauled up and laid our course for N ew Y ork. We had
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all sorts of weather, including a blow on Christmas Day
so bad that we used oil bags, but the little schooner
hammered through like the thoroughbred she was. More
than that, she rode well enough so that we enjoyed a
dinner of fowls, vegetables, and plum pudding. She
was wet as Neptune's feet on deck, and that bowsprit,
making us look like a giant swordfish, plunged into wall
after wall of black, threatening water, but below deck
everything was as dryas a bone.
Our final adventure on the cruise was with the Coast
Guard at the end of this blow, when we were off Fire
Island on a board to the Jersey shore. First a destroyer
came along, and, believe me, she was making worse
weather of it than we were. We convinced her we were
all right, but soon a patrol boat picked us up and fol-
lowed us all night, with a searchlight playing on our
deck. He didn't mean to allow us to get away with a
thing, and if I'd had a cannon aboard I'd have blown
him clean out of the water, for that glare had us crazy.
Finally I stood in toward Ambrose Channel, planning
to anchor near the restricted area of the Sandy Hook
proving grounds. The patrol boat's skipper didn't think
much of this, and told us to get the hell out of there.
Well, sir, I'd been trying to get into water smooth
enough to anchor for hours. Now we were in it, and I
didn't propose to get chased out again by anybody. If
he wanted to sink us, he could, but I was going to stick
where I was. Then, as though to make sure we didn't
go out again, the engine quit. I gave orders to drop
the hook, and we found that the windlass, the chain, and
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the hawse pipe were covered with ice, and we couldn 't .
Everything I felt about that searchlight, and the orders
to get out, was packed into my little oration on the
subject of that ice, and the only wonder is it wasn't
melted by the time I got through. But our men got
busy and soon had things working, and we got the
anchor down, with the patrol boat cruising aro und us.
At daylight we got a pilot and went into Quarant ine.
By this time the Coast Guard officer had definitely
made up his mind that we weren't trying to run rum,
that we had no idea of smuggling Chinese into the
country, and that we were, in fact, all right. H e apolo-
gized for his actions, gave us a line, and yan ked us up
the bay in fine shape.
And that was that. We laid up the M orrissey at
Staten Island and I went on a lecture tour.
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DU R I N G the winter following our return fromthe Pacific, I mulled over the idea of going toLabrador to make moving pictures. The idea
looked pretty good to me, and when I found that
Maurice Kellerman was willing to sign on, it became
a definite arrangement. When my lecture tour fetched
up at the end of its run, we took the Morrissey to
Brigus, where we were going to assemble cameras, films,
and other needed equipment. This took a little time,
but soon enough we hove up and sailed over to that
bootleggers' paradise, Saint Pierre and Miquelon, the
idea being to take some pictures of rum runners.
This wasn't my idea, and I was uneasy about the
whole affair. I broke out our papers, and stood by for
squalls. They made up soon after we had started in
taking pictures. I heard voices on deck, rushed up the
companion ladder, and found that Kellerman was in
the hands of the gendarmes. I asked what the trouble
was, and they told me in language that sounded like
apples rolling out of a barrel. It was too fast for me,
and I waved the ship's papers in their faces, yelling
that if they didn't look out they'd find a battleship up
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here to blow their islands clean back to France. They
understood that just about as well as I got their lingo,
and I was scared to death. I could see the lJlorrissey
and all our film equipment tied up and lost to us right
at the start of the trip.
What I wanted was some one who could talk my
language, and when they took us ashore we were lucky
enough to find an officer who spoke English. I gave
my tongue a rap full, showed the papers, explained who
and what we were, and finally was told that it was all
right, and that we could do what we pleased. My idea
of what we pleased to do was to get out of there as
quickly as we could, and we returned to Brigus with
some interesting film. Most of it was taken from the
Morrissey, and that was what aroused the suspicions of
the police.
We lay to at Brigus just about long enough to see
that there were no gendarmes around, and then we made
sail and reached over to Pouch Cove, named because of
its shape, a prosperous fishing village. \Ve spent several
hours there, taking pictures of the fish flakes, the fishing
stage and the cove itself. Then we hauled up for the
Wadam Islands, which are part of a group off the east
coast of Newfoundland, and are occupied only during
the fishing season, lasting from the 1st of July to the
middle of September. Of course all the people who
came here had gardens on the mainland. They would
set out their gardens, bring their families to the islands,
and from time to time go back to see to it that weeds
were kept within bounds, and that the gardens were
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growing well. When we got there things were in full
swing, and we were amazed by the health shown by
young and old. The fog, the wind, the long, sun-kissed
days, put on a make-up that cost nothing, and wouldn't
come off. The children were intelligent and courteous,
and so were their fathers and mothers. They offered us
every hospitality, but we had to go on, and couldn't
stop there as long as they seemed to want us.
'Ve sailed along to Gull Island, stopping at Pick-
ford's Island and Musgrave Harbor, exchanging
parties with the leading planter and merchant of the
latter place, a chap named Abbott, and took some more
pictures. Gull Island is the scene of one of the most
tragic disasters ever known in northern waters. It
sounds like an incredible yarn, and yet it is true. There
are--or were, at any rate-diaries found that told the
story.
It was away back in the winter of 1867, long before
the present lighthouse, which is 500 feet above sea level,
was built, and the brig Queen of Swansea, with pas-
sengers and mail for the mining settlement at Tilt Cove,
Notre Dame Bay, Newfoundland, was taking a terrific
pounding in a northeast gale, with blinding snow. It
was as thick as a pea-soup fog, and the brig got off her
course. Then it was the usual story. Caught in the
breakers, they tried to wear ship, were unsuccessful,
and finally smashed up on the shore of Gull Island.
Strange to say, all hands made the shore in safety, and
I can imagine them kneeling down on those barren
rocks, giving thanks to God for their rescue from the
[151 ]
SAILS OVER ICE
perils of the sea. They didn't know it, but they were
saved from drowning for a much harder death.
Three of the crew and one passenger volunteered to
go back to the wrecked brig to get food for the others.
It was a brave gesture, but a futile one, for while they
were aboard the Queen of Swansea slipped back into
deep water and disappeared, carrying them with her.
That sealed the fate of the others, for they had been
able to take with them practically no food, there was no
food or fresh water on the island, and, worse yet, there
was no wood to burn. Had the brig broken up they
would have had plenty. It would have been cast up all
along the shore . But this did not happen. Th ey had
no rocket s or flares to call for help.
And every last one of them died there. One by one,
thirst, hunger, cold, and exposure struck them down.
Nothing was known of this until the followin g April
when a man and a boy, out gunning, happened to land
on the island . There they found the skeletons, clothing,
an d the diaries telling of the last days of tha t ill-fated
crew. As they grew desperate they decided that it was
best to resort to cannibalism in order that some might
sur vive. Lots were drawn, to see who should be sacri-
ficed. The lot fell to a girl in the party. Her brother,
another passenger, instantly volunteered to take her
place, and was killed. But they had no fire, and they
were too weakened to keep on going. The man they
killed was the lucky one, for he died quick ly . And all
this happened within eight miles of Shoe Cove, on the
mainland, where there were men to rescue them, and
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shelter, food, and warmth. Things like that, happening
at the back door of civilization, seem so unnecessary,
somehow. Happening a thousand miles from anywhere,
it seems inevitable, but here, just eight short miles away
from life, it was a sardonic, bitter note, as though it
were a joke of the gods.
And not far from here are the Horse Islands, where
the survivors of the Newfoundland sealer Viking, out
with the fleet from Saint John's after hair seals that
whelp on the floating ice off Belle Isle, landed after
their vessel had blown up. That happened in 1930, and
my friend Varick Frissel was among those killed in the
explosion. I had been with him in the Viking a short
time before, and we'll come to that story in a later
chapter.
As we steamed on, this beautiful July morning, it
was hard to believe that these waters could be turbulent,
and the sky filled with snow as thick as fog, with winds
that struck like battering rams. It can be like that,
though, and the blizzards are a grave menace to the
fishermen. But now everything was lovely, and under
easy sail, with the engine helping, we worked into White
Bay and anchored at Jackson's Arm. It was here that
my uncle Isaac Bartlett used to come for the herring
fishing. He used to tell us of the big hauls they made:
thousands and thousands of barrels at a time, and when
his brig was loaded, whatever was left in the seine was
cast adrift. We know that few of the herring thus re-
leased lived, and the fish is very rare here now. When
you know things like this, you realize that future gen-
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erations have to pay for the wanton destruction of nat-
ural resources. We are paying now for the care-free
manner in which this valuable food and bait supply was
wasted.
In the harbor were several places where the fresh
salmon was being iced, the ice being obtained from
bergs and berg pieces that came from the Greenland
glaciers down the Labrador and Newfoundland coasts,
thus allowing the fishermen to save the ice gathered
from the lakes and ponds. 'Ve made pictures of this
work, did a little trout fishing, and late in the afternoon
hove up anchor and steamed on all night. 'Ve passed
close to Saint Anthony's Head, but did not put in, as
we had a fair wind, and could call on our return. This
place is near the harbor of Saint Anthony, headquarters
of the Grenfell Association. In addition to hospitals as
up to date as any in the United States, there are a co-
operative lumber mill, shipyards, repair shops, dairies,
orphanages, schools, and libraries, all made possible
through the work of Doctor Grenfell and his aides.
Ahead of us we could see the fog like the smoke of
a big forest fire moving rapidly down the Straits of
Belle Isle. The breeze was freshening, and the 1J'Ior-
rissey footed along with a bone in her teeth under all
four lowers. We had no fear of the fog, and went
through all shipshape. 'Vhen it cleared, we had abeam
Double Island off Battle Harbor, where there is an-
other Grenfell station. It was here that Doctor Gren-
fell opened the first hospital, in 1895. It was housed in
a building donated by the owner of Battle Harbor,
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Walter Baine Grieve. A qualified doctor and nurse
were installed, and improvements were made as time
passed. Now one finds there a larger and more modern
hospital, a new convalescing home, doctors' and nurses'
residences, a mortuary, and a large store. All have been
built in the past decade. 'Ve sailed past this monument
to a great man's love for Labrador, and put in briefly
at Harbor Grace to visit with Captain Annonsen, and
then pushed on, close along the shore, to Indian Harbor.
Annonsen, head of the whale factory at Hawke Har-
bor, invited us to return in August and see the plant
in full swing. We made a note of that, and we did
come back. I'll fetch that mark in a couple of tacks.
At Indian Harbor we put the launch overboard and
Kellerman and I went to the radio station that sits on
top of Smoky Head. The operator, Jim Ryan, from
Harbor Grace, gave us data on the ice north to Turna-
vik, and reported our arrival to the Marine and Fish-
eries Department at Saint John's. But I wasn't think-
ing of that. My thoughts were on another visit I had
made to that place.
Smoky Head! Why, my dear man, if I live until N ep-
tune's too old to carry his trident I'll never forget that
other time I was at this place. A Sunday night it was,
and my companion was Peary. 'Ve had news for the
world, for Peary had reached the north pole, and this
was our first opportunity to flash that fact out from the
north. We had been at Turnavik the day before, and
had picked up enough coal to take us to Smoky Harbor,
where my brother Will, in charge of our Turnavik
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station, told me we could get all the fuel we wan ted.
We knew the Marconi station was there, and we deter-
mined to kill two birds with one stone.
Tom Gushue, the mate, who knew the waters well,
piloted us in, and it was dark before we ancho red the
Roosevelt. It was the night of September 12, 1909.
Dark-my God, how dark it was as Peary and I stum-
bled up the hill. And when we finally made it, the place
was deserted. I left Peary at the radio house, and re-
traced my steps, reaching the home of one of the fisher-
men. Fortunately he was in, and he had plenty of com-
pany, for on Sunday nights along the Labrador coast
the fishermen have prayer meetings. In the group
gathered here was some one who knew the answer to
my question. When I told him of what had happ ened,
and why we wanted the operator, they couldn't do
enough for me. They wouldn't even let me go get him.
They kept me there in the warm house, while others
got him and brought him before me.
Together we hastened up the hill, making bett er time
than had Peary and I, for the operator knew the course
with his eyes closed. In addition, his pride was hurt at
not having been on his post on such an occasion, and
that made him hurry all the more. I had to shake out
a couple of reefs to keep up with him. Everything con-
spired to make it dark. The land around Smoky is of a
dark gneiss, and much of it is covered with black lichen.
T here were no stars, nor was the moon out . Angry
black clouds kept rolling up from the sout h. It was so
dark you felt as though you could reach out and touch
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the confining walls of sightlessness. And it was hlow-
ing, too. It almost lifted me off my feet when the
squalls came.
But we got up there all right, and joined Peary. I
can see him now, leaning forward, holding out a sheet
of paper, and saying, "Will you please send this at
once." Then the wireless began to whine and hiss, and
Peary's message, "We have nailed the Stars and Stripes
to the Pole," was on its way to New York, to London,
to Paris, everywhere that men can read. We didn't
know, had no idea, of the controversy that that brief
message was to stir up. The Cook battle was yet to be
fought, and, believe me, that's one battle I will always
be ready to fight. Even now I occasionally meet some
one who says Peary never reached the pole, and asks
how I know he got there. Well, Peary was a skilled
navigator, and he was honest. Those two things are
enough proof for me. Maybe he didn't get to a place
six inches square in the centre of which the pole was
located, but if you drew a circle within a radius of
twenty-five yards with the pole as the centre, I believe
he got inside of it. I have told the story of the discovery
of the pole in my log, together with an account of the
Cook controversy.
Anyway, after the message was sent we went back to
the Roosevelt, and from there went aboard the revenue
cutter Fiona, where we had a grand party. Judge
Frank Morriss was spokesman for the crowd, and his
witty remarks and stories, with a little drop of whiskey
that seemed to appeal greatly to Peary, although he
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was almost a total abstainer, made the time pass quickly
and happily.
And now here I was, nearly a quarter of a century
older, in the same place, watching Jack Hiscock and
Maurice Kellerman drink Irish whiskey. I could feel
that wonderful thrill again, that sensation of pride and
delight that came to me when we arrived here to tell
the world that we had succeeded, that the pole was
conquered.
Doctor Grenfell was at Indian Harbor in his hospital
ship while the Morrissey was there, and I intended call-
ing upon him, but we did not get back from Smoky
until after midnight, and he left for the north early in
the morning. We too hove up and steamed over to the
settlement at Cutthroat, where we made pictures of the
coast and of the fishing, getting shots of the cod traps at
work, and then we laid a course for Turnavik. Off the
Ironbound Islands, coming on daylight we must have
passed over a shoal spot, for the lJ-!orrissey got a big toss.
It might have been that shoal called the Clinker, where
the Bay Rupert was lost a year or so before. All I know
is we hit something and kept right on going. We were
logging off thirty-three to thirty-five miles every four
hours, and by nightfall of July 29 we had Cape Mug-
ford abeam.
The wind dropped here, and we ran under power,
getting a bad rolling around in the dead lumper heav-
ing against the southerly set of the current, the after-
math of the blow. We had kept the foresail on her, and
now it split from clew to peak, all up and down the
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tabling along the leech. The fog came in thick here, and
when it cleared we were off the gull battery at the
eastern end of Saint John's Island, Saglek Bay, and we
went into the western harbor, where we found one fish-
ing schooner from Newfoundland. When she arrived,
on July 16, the bay was filled with drift ice. The cod
had come in early, and the weather had been bad. It
still was, and a gale blew all the time we were there.
During the afternoon, Mac'Millan, whose vessel, the
Bowdoin, lay in the middle harbor, came aboard, and
the next morning we hove up anchor and steamed over
to join him. It was the first time I had seen the Bow-
doin, and I breakfasted aboard her. All hands ate in
the forecastle, Banker style, as she was operated and
sailed by volunteers. MacMillan gave me a pair of
binoculars, while his surgeon, who was also a dentist,
presented me with a set of dental instruments.
'Vhile here, I got an Eskimo to pilot me up the bay
to Pangertok Fjord, where we anchored about noon.
I sent the whaleboat off after cod, and had the damaged
foresail taken ashore, as we didn't have room aboard to
repair it. Several Eskimo women from Pangertok
helped us with the sewing. We made movies here, too,
although we had some trouble persuading the Eskimos
to become subjects. Mrs. Kellerman won the day, as
she had brought along lipsticks, perfume, ribbons, fancy
nicknacks, candy, and cigarettes, and she got up a picnic
to which all the natives were invited. The result was a
nice stretch of film.
Another way we killed time was fooling around with
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our speedboat, which had a maximum speed of th irty
miles an hour. Some one wished it on us, and in a
moment of weakness I allowed it on board the ~[or­
risscy. It was a smart looking bucket, and it was a gr eat
sensation to drive her at full speed, but she had draw-
backs. I found one of them here, when the boys and
myse lf filled up the tank-thirteen gallons I think it
held-and started off hell-bent for election. I swear
we'd only covered about three miles before the engine
sputtered and quit as cold as the Morrisseu:« ice locker.
And when they told me we were out of gas, I did the
sputtering for a while. 'Vhile I always made sure that
the whaleboat had oars, boathooks, sails, mast and a
long line with a grapnel attached, I'd neve r thought
about this little packet, and we didn't have a damned
thing aboard. 'Ve finally tore up the floor boa rds and
used them for paddles. But the tide was ebbing , carry-
ing us away from the schooner, and when we finally
made the shore it was a long walk to a poin t near her.
Nearly all the time we had bad weather, warm and
rainy. This made the rivers swollen and turgid, run-
ning madly into the fjord and on to the sea, for the rain
melted the snow and that helped out. ' Ve were rolled
around as though we were anchored to the eastward of
Nantucket Lightship. A brief period of sunny weather
followed, during which we made more pictures and
washed film on shore, but this didn't last, an d we got a
ga le for a change.
Our speed wagon was tied up astern, and the first
th ing we knew the line had carried away and she was
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adrift. Ralph and I jumped into the whaleboat and lit
out after her. We went full speed before the wind, and
when I got within ten fathoms of the speedboat we
stopped the engine and hove out the grapnel, paying
out from this mooring. This brought us within reach
of the wanderer, and we got her in the nick of time. A
few more seconds and she'd have piled up on the rocks.
We started the whaleboat's engine again, and ran up
on the mooring. 'Ve then threw out the clutch and I
joined Ralph forward. 'Ve worked fast, and had the
grapnel broken out and on board before the boat fell
off. After that it was a joy ride with a bucking broncho
at the end of our towline, but we got back all right, and
tied our flier up again. This time she stayed where she
belonged.
The gale by now was whipping the tops off the waves
in the fjord, and we had to let go the second anchor,
and give her all the chain we had to keep from drag-
ging, although we had magnificent holding ground.
When it cleared we worked our way on up the coast,
making pictures as we went. 1Ve finally dropped the
hook in Hebron Harbor, and that was another place I
had cause to remember.
Many years before I had limped into that harbor in
the Roosevelt. She was in bad shape, and we were
steering her with a jury rudder, in pitch darkness and a
strong breeze. We took our chances coming in, and it
was only one of the many times we had to take them on
that trip. The harbor is surrounded by high mountains,
and on a dark night you get no skyline, only one solid
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pile of blackness. The Roosevelt had no water, no coal,
and very little grub. We were burning wood fro m bulk-
heads and beams, and the engines, on the head of steam
that fuel could give us, were turning over so slowly we
barely had steerage way. The thing that saved us was
that the Eskimos were expecting the missionary steamer
Harmony, and mistook us for her. They were running
around making noises, showing lights, and directing us
in every way they could. Hebron is hard enough to get
into in broad daylight, and I don't know yet how the
Roosevelt made it that night. I haven't any recollec-
tion of what we did, where we went, or any thing. It
was something that had to be tried, and it came off all
right.
Perhaps it's all written in the record befo re we even
start. Looking back at the years I have ploughed
through, I sometimes think it might be so. Anyway,
fatalism is the most comforting philosop hy for a sea-
faring man. If your number is up, you're going to get
it no matter what you do. If it isn' t, you' ll scrape
through somehow.
The 1J'Iorrisseystayed at Hebron a few hours , and I
had a nice visit with J ohn Lyall, representative of the
Hudson Bay Company there, and his wife. Then we
went on, and spent the forenoon around Cape Mugford
and the N anuktuks, making moving and still pictures
of icebergs and the beautiful scenery. We went through
the Mugford Tickle shortly after luncheon, and a grand
sight it was. It is a mile wide, but it seems to be only
a few yards. That is because of mountains on either side
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that go up 4000 feet into the blue sky. Sparkling cas-
cades of water, patches of clean white snow, stood out
against the overhanging blue-black rock, and soft fleecy
clouds floated overhead. That August day was un-
forgettable, especially as we had had so little sun. The
fine weather continued on the next day, which was my
birthday, and I still have the menu for the party on
the Morrissey, although I can't lay my hands on it.
From here we sailed back to Port Manvers, and I de-
cided to go on to Nain, capital of Labrador, through
the Pierrepont Canal. Our fuel pump broke down as
we were going through, but a quick job of repairs fixed
that, and we went on in to N ain, where we spent Sun-
day morning.
On that same trip in the Roosevelt in 1906, when our
rudder was crippled and we were so low on fuel and
food, I came into N ain on a dark night with an Eskimo
pilot. We grounded once, but got off easily, and finally
anchored in the harbor. Here I secured several lighter
loads of green wood, which we mixed with seal oil and
blubber, to make sure it would burn. Then we went
ashore and spent an entire morning gathering knobs of
coal under an old building that had once been a storage
place for fuel. We got about two tons. Those were
great days all right, sir, but how we ever got the Roose-
velt south in her crippled condition, and with the season
so far advanced, is still a mystery to me, unless my
fatalism theory is right.
From Nain the :Morrisscy, under full sail, footed
down the shore close to Cape Harrigan, where Skipper
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Tom Spracklin of Brigus had a settlement years ago.
Not a stick was left of it , and as we passed through the
Windy Tickle we saw not a sign of a schooner. In the
old days you would have seen hundreds of them there.
We stopped at Hopedale, and called on the gr and old
man of them all, Eskimo and white alike, Doc tor Per-
rett, the missionary, and then cruised on down to Tur-
navik. Remembering things as they had been when I
was a youngster, it was depressing to see no activity
to speak of. In a few years it will all be gone, never to
return, and I only hope it will be replaced by something
finer .
Turnavik didn't hold us long, for we stopped for but
a few hours, giving clothes, tea, coffee, suga r, cartridges,
gasoline, and salt to the people there, an d th en we
steamed on to Hawke Harbor, to keep our date with
Captain Annonsen. Three whalers, the :ftfo relos, the
H usvik and the Deane, were in port, an d so Kellerman
and Pyrman, with their cameras, went with me on the
H usvik .
' Ve had no luck the first day, and anchored at the
D omino, continuing the next day to Gready Island,
another famous fishing place. We went ashore there, and
I wandered around, musing over the same old story. It
hurt to see this great fishing settlement going to pieces,
to look at the vessels that once graced these waters, now
rotting skeletons on shore, and at the bleached houses,
stages and wharves, crumbling into decay . I was get-
ting pretty depressed when the whaler's whistle called
me back aboard.
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I was on the bridge with Captain Larsen, skipper and
gunner, when we passed the wreck of a whaler lying in
a few fathoms of water off the beach. He told me her
story. She was brand new, just out of Norway, and her
gunner took a long range shot at a sperm whale, wound-
ing it. Maddened by the pain, the whale turned and
charged the ship, and actually boarded her amidships,
destroying her upper works and almost sinking her on
the spot. Two other whalers were at hand and they
closed in, managing to get her into the harbor before she
sank. No one was hurt. The whale was captured by
another ship, and much of the wrecked vessel's gear was
salvaged.
The H usoik. sighted one sperm whale, but we couldn't
catch up with him before dark, so we had to let him go.
But the next day our harpoon cannon brought us a
couple of finbacks and with them lashed alongside we
returned to Hawke Harbor. At daylight the next
morning the other two whalers appeared, with two
apiece. Our photographers then recorded the entire
process of utilizing a whale, from the time he started up
the slip until the last of him was in the rows of big steel
digesters, in which the live steam boiled out the last drop
of oil.
When the whale is on the flensing platform, about
eighteen men with long knives start cutting away the
fat in long strips, which are torn off by winches and
falls. The fat goes to the digesters, and when these are
filled the lids are bolted on and the steam run in. The
bones, skull and jawbones are stripped of fat and meat
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and go to the upper flensing platforms, where steam-
driven saws cut them into pieces that go into the di-
gesters. The oil is then dipped off, strained, and gr aded,
separators being used. Everything but the whale' s blow
is made use of, like the pig in the Chicago stockyard,
the only part of which is not used is his grunt.
The next day we followed the Husuile in the Mor-
rissey, making moving pictures of the chase, of the har-
poon gun in action, of the bomb exploding in the whale,
the great mammal's flurry, or death struggle, cutting
out the harpoon, inflating the carcass with air to keep it
afloat, and setting a flag on it as a marker. On this trip
the three vessels got eight whales. We made one more
t rip, on the Morelos, and then, as we had enough whal-
ing pictures, we went to Bateau to pick up the Bankers,
going out to the fishing grounds with a fleet of nine.
They went along under easy sail, dropping the ir dories
until nobody was left aboard but the captain and cook.
It is remarkable how those two men can handle sail on
the big Lunenberg schooners. They can, and they must,
if they are to get their dories back. Ke llerman was
aboard the MacKenzie King, and he made pictures of
getting under way, baiting the trawls, and dropping
the dories. Some of them were night shots, but they
turned out very well.
I remember once when I was on a schooner off Fen-
wick Light with Harry Whitney, fishing for blues.
They were running so well that finally the skipper and
the cook grabbed the berthings of the last dory and
threw her over, the old man yelling to me to go back
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and pick up the first dory. I did it, but I was mighty
thankful there was only a hatful of wind, for he had
four lowers on her, and I was the only man abroad.
After we left the Bankers, we ran back to Brigus,
tying up there on Friday, September 13. Late the next
evening we were off for New York. We made a good
run to Cape Race, then hit dense fog and head winds,
and whistled up more good weather for the run across
the Gulf of Maine. I knew we were in home waters, for
our old friends the Coast Guard patrol boats began to
appear. They wanted to know who we were, whither
bound, andwhy. Tom Foley of the Western Union was
trying to locate us by radio, and he had sent so many
messages that the Coast Guard was suspicious. This
first fellow hailed us sixty miles to the eastward of Pol-
lock Rip, and I managed to convince him that we were
all right. But soon afterward Tom began sending us
messages again, so the patrol boat came after us hotfoot
and this time he boarded us. He found nothing in the
way of contraband, and our papers were all right, so he
had to let us go again.
You would think he'd have told the rest of his Coast
Guard friends that we were all right, but apparently he
didn't, for we got boarded again a little later. I proved
our innocence to him and went on. And then, so help
me God, a destroyer ranged up alongside off Faulk-
ner's Island and wanted to know what the others had
already been told. Well, sir, as I've said many times, I
like the Coast Guard. I admire the service, and it has
many times helped me, but I must confess that three
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times was out as far as I was concerned on that tr ip. I
began looking for Coast Guard boarding officers in the
crow's-nest, the hawse pipes, and the lazarette before
we were through.
But the destroyer was the last of them, an d we tied
up at City Island at noon of September 24 . W e were
cleared by the immigration officials and steame d over to
Staten Is land, where we laid the Morrissey up for the
winter.
Out of that cruise came my moving picture "Bob
Bartlett's Labrador," which I use in connection with
my lectures. And, incidentally, we had a damned fine
sail, and established a new precedent-or broke old ones
-by never once even so much as threatening to lose our
little schooner and ourse lves along with it . God, sir,
that's sort of a record.
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CHAPTER EIGHT
SEALING MOVIES, 1930
EVE N though it has no direct bearing on the M or-risses],I would like to tell here my first experi-ence as a professional moving-picture actor.
.The films we took up in Labrador in the summer of
1929 were amateur affairs, and don't count. But they
were, although I didn't know it, setting the stage for my
appearance on the silver screen, and it was one of the
most interesting times I have ever had. It was also one
of the most amusing.
It was in December, 1929, that I met up again with
Varick Frissel, and he was full of enthusiasm about the
possibilities of making a moving picture of the north.
I listened with interest, as a man would to any novel
idea, but my reaction changed when he told me that he
had actually made plans to go north and make a picture
of the seal-hunting off the Newfoundland coast in
March and April. He planned to weave a plot into the
film, so that it would be something more than a trave-
logue.
My private opinion was that he was as crazy as a man
who tries to lug a spinnaker to windward, but I didn't
say so. His next statement convinced me. He said he
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wanted me to go along and play the captain of the
sealer. Me, in the movies I I started to laugh, and then
I saw that he was serious. I told him first that I
wouldn't have any part in the thing, but he was a per-
suasive talker, and before he got through I had agreed
to sign on. I was to be captain of an ill-fated sealer that
lost her crew during a big blizzard that blew up while
they were out on the ice after the seal.
This was a new rOle for me, I must say, for I had
always been a high liner, never coming back without the
seals, always with the best ship, and with the best crew,
and it was my proud boast that I had never lost a man.
This being the case, it was a little hard for me to visu-
alize myself as Captain Barker of the Viking, with bad
luck holding the starboard tack on me every time I tried
to come about. But I was elected. Varick Frissel said
he needed my help, and I was his man. As a matter of
fact, the idea interested me, once I got to thinking about
it. It seemed like a good chance to record forever the
life of the sealers, and that was worth while.
When the lecture season ended I was still solvent, I
had a job lined up for the following summer, and I was
in high spirits when I left New York in February, and
went to Saint John's in the Red Cross liner Rosalind.
The movie crowd had been there a short time when I
made port, and we started right in the day after I
dropped my hook in the Newfoundland Hotel, with my
room and grub bill paid by some one else. That was an-
other brand-new experience.
They had been making scenes in the country, and
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among the people of the villages, getting local color to
be worked into the background, but now we turned to
Saint John's itself. I hadn't much idea how you went
out to be an actor, and I found that they put me back
in school again, handing me a typewritten sheet of lines.
For hours and hours I tacked back and forth on the
carpet of my room, trying to learn them. I was so in-
tent on doing this that I never even thought of looking
into the mirror to see whether I looked handsome. That
probably proved right there that I was no actor. I had
suspected it before, anyway.
And then, while I was still wrestling with my lines,
the big night came along. There I was, in a big hall
packed with people, many of them friends and relatives,
confronting a microphone for the first time. I was
scared, and you may lay to that. What made it worse
was that the director knew I was not a professional
actor, and was therefore unfriendly to me, probably fig-
uring that I was keeping somebody who belonged in the
films out of a job. Well, Varick wanted me to play the
part, and I was going to play it, director or no director.
Most of the help I got from him consisted of the word
"Cut." You'd be surprised how nasty he could make
that one word sound, too.
But I started in bravely enough, only to forget my
lines. He said "Cut." I started in again, and the same
thing happened. He made a few remarks that got me
even more rattled. The result was another failure. But
then I began to get mad, for I realized I must be look-
ing like a fool to that big crowd. And at this point I
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suppose it would be a good thing here to make a short
hitch and tell what the scene was all about.
It was laid in a church, on the last night the sealers
had to attend church service before going out on the
hunt. The captains and their crews met, with their
families, and the thing was conducted on the lines of the
old Methodist revival meetings, the place resounding
with the lusty singing of hymns. Then some of the
crowd got up and testified about their religious experi-
ences.
As Captain Barker of the Viking, I was the re, and
ran afoul of the heroine, Mary Joe. Her sweetheart
wanted a berth on my ship . Both he and she lived in the
same village I did, and I knew that the boy had been
given several jobs and had fallen down on the m. Worse
than that, I knew that his father was always out of luck,
and was known among the fishermen as a " j inker."
Carrying a man with that reputation, or even t aking his
son, on a sealer or a fisherman would be an invitation
to trouble, and I refused. The boy knew I would re-
fuse, and wouldn't give me the chance, but Mary Joe
did.
She picked out the church as the place to make her
big plea, and she was undaunted by my refusal. She sat
beside me, and we talked it over . And the upshot of it
was that her feminine charm carried the day, an d I told
her to have the boy on hand when I was sign ing on the
crowd on the wharf. And there the scene ended.
Well, sir, I said it was the first time I ever spoke into
a microphone, and I had one hell of a time. When I
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tried to foot out, I found I was all aluff, and every time
I tried to tack, I fetched up in stays. And then, as I
said, I got mad, managed to pull myself together, and
finished the job. The director didn't look any too pleased
with it, but he let it go. 'Vhen they told me it was all
right I took hold of Mary Joe athwartships and flung
her a cable's length or so into the air, catching her as
she came down.
That was all I had to do for a while, so I sat around
and began to learn how temperamental people can be.
I even got that way myself, and that shows how bad it
was. The actors spent the whole day fooling around,
wasting time, and telling about all the good chances
they had passed up to come to Saint John's on this fool
stunt. They recounted with great detail all the big-
money offers and inducements they had turned down.
And along about midnight they would decide they
wanted to show what they could do, how well they could
perform. And yet the chances were that if you asked
them they would refuse indignantly. I never did get it
figured out.
The assistant director would tell us to be at breakfast
for an early start, and we'd be lucky if we were at work
by lunch time. And yet sometimes, when the spirit
moved them, they would want to work all night and be
sore if they weren't allowed to. The food didn't please
them, and if they weren't growling about that they were
crabbing about the rooms, or the beds. As far as I was
concerned it was great food and there was plenty of it,
much better than I could get in New York for less than
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ten or twelve dollars a day. But you couldn't tell our
crowd that. I know, because I tried. They'd rather live
on hot dogs in Times Square or Hollywood than live off
the fat of the land anywhere else. But there was plenty
of liquor and beer around, and they made out pretty
well, even though they had to pay for the booze out of
their own pockets.
All this was preliminary to going out on the ice, and
in talking with Varick from time to time I urged him
to get, if he possibly could, the old sealer Viking, one of
the wooden hulls of the fleet, built in Norway about
half a century before for the East Greenland seal fish-
ery. N ansen, the explorer, made his first trip into the
Arctic in the Viking, and his story of that trip, with his
own drawings, comprises a splendid account of the seal
hunting as carried out by the Norwegians. Bowring
Brothers had bought her from her Norwegian owners
twenty-three years before, and for twenty of those years
my father had commanded her. I had made two trips
in her, the last in 1926, the year after I acquired the
Morrissey.
But Bowring Brothers had already made plans for
the Viking's sealing trip, and they figured it would not
pay them to change. So instead of having a ship of our
own, manned by our own men, we had to charter the
Ungava, one of the large steel ships, with her own crew.
This did not work out well, as Varick had no real con-
trol over the vessel, which was on a regular sealing trip,
the crew, or the ship's movements. Divided up among
owners, skipper, and crew, there wasn't much in it for
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the Ungava crowd, and they had but low regard for the
movie bunch. ",Ve were passengers, really, and had to
go where the captain wanted us. It was surprising we
got any results at all, for the whole thing was a scram-
ble, a catch-as-catch-can affair.
The only chance we had to make our picture was
when we were put out on the ice, hoping that the day
would be clear, and praying that the ice would remain
open so that the Ungava could steam around, pick up
her pans of seals, and get us before nightfall. It was a
dangerous business getting the sound equipment out on
the ice, and it was a tough job, too, made the more so
because the crew of the sealer regarded anything of this
sort as a damned nuisance. But we were lucky, and the
few times we were on the ice we fared well, getting our
shots in good shape. Nor did we have any accidents, and
that was remarkable, for it is no joke to have a lot of
landlubbers and tenderfeet travelling over loose ice and
crossing open leads of water, particularly in the dark.
We got caught at night only once, and that was one
day when the movie crowd were working on the big floe
on which they had been unceremoniously dumped early
in the morning. When darkness fell the Ungava was
still several miles away, with many pans of seals still on
the ice. Then, when she was about a mile from us, she
jammed in the ice and could get no nearer. If we were
to get aboard, we had to go to her, on foot, and lugging
the sound equipment. Fortunately there were a few of
us who knew the game, and we had to think for the
others. I had thought to bring some electric torches
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along, and those saved our bacon. The night was fine,
although moonless and starless, but the torches gave us
enough visibility, and we got to the Ungava all right. I
was certainly relieved to see that crowd safely aboard.
All the time our relations with the ship's company
became more strained, and it got so bad that Varick
finally could see that the picture would never be fin-
ished if we remained where we were. The hostile atti-
tude of the crew had robbed our crowd of actors of their
interest in the picture, and we were making little prog-
ress. He talked the matter over with his director and
others, and decided that the best idea would be to return
to Saint John's in the Imogene, which was due to leave,
and make another dicker for the Viking. Varick and I
left the crowd and went back, only to find that the
Viking hadn't finished discharging her seals. She had
also suffered some damage to her stern near the foot of
the rudder casing, and she had to go into drydock for
repairs. She was pretty much of a mess, anyway, but
we made the deal.
We had to work fast, for we couldn't tell when the
Ungava would fill up and come home, bringing our
gang along. We figured that once they landed no power
on earth could get them aboard the Viking as she looked
and smelled at that time. So I persuaded the super-
intendent engineer of the Bowring company to work
night and day on her, and she was washed, scraped, and
painted, while changes were made in her galley, holds,
bilge-rooms, bunks, tables, and chairs. It rained and
blew hard and cold from the northeast all this time, but
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work proceeded, and we finally got off, contacting the
Ungava before she got home, and transferring our
crowd with all their gear.
I was the real captain of the Viking now, and I set
off in search of ice, and that took us far afield. vVe
steamed north, cruising between Fogoland and the Grey
Islands, without success. We pushed on past Saint
Anthony and the northern end of Newfoundland, in
through the Straits of Belle Isle. Between Flowers
Cove and Point Amour we finally found the ice. The
weather was bad when we first met it, but when it
cleared we were all ready. The crowd had somehow
figured out what seemed to me all the time to be per-
fectly obvious, that the harder and faster they worked,
the sooner they would be back on their beloved Broad-
way, and it was astonishing how quickly they did things.
The wind drove us into an arm of the strait, where we
were jammed in the ice, and here we finished the job in
a few days. Then we started back, only to get jammed
in again in Pistolet Bay. Luckily a shift in wind re-
leased us before our actors mutinied, and we dropped
anchor in Saint J ohn's about a fortnight from the time
we left.
The last scene was taken as we went into the harbor,
and this called for my talents again. This was the time
when Captain Barker returns to port, dejected and
heartbroken as he brings the Viking to her berth. The
flag is at half-mast, everything is quiet, and the sur-
vivors of the crew are not gathered at the forecastle
head, laughing and cheering as they did after a good
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voyage. There was that damned microphone in front of
me again, but this time I was treading my own quarter-
deck, and the thing didn't bother me a bit. I was the
captain of this vessel, and if they wanted pictures of me
at work I didn't give a hang. Then we tied up, and it
was all over.
But I wonder if we put a jinx on the old Viking when
we pretended that she had a trip fatal to many of her
crew. For the very next spring, as I mentioned a few
pages back, this same vessel was destroyed and thirty
lives were lost, the survivors going to Horse Island,
eight miles away. "Wbat happened was that Varick took
her up north again to finish up some things he wanted
to do to fill out the picture that he hoped would be such
a great success. She blew up while Varick and most of
the officers and the others of the party were having a
mug-up in the after saloon.
Varick was blown to pieces, and so was his photog-
rapher. Their bodies were never found, nor were any
of the others, for that matter. Almost all the officers
were trapped aft and perished, while the crew, whose
quarters were forward, escaped with the exception of
the man at the wheel.
News of the disaster was radioed from Horse Island
to Saint John's, and a rescue expedition and other mem-
bers of the sealing fleet took up the search. But only
three men from the stern of the Viking were found. All
three of them had been in the saloon, and one was seated
next to Varick. He was blown right out of the cabin
and landed on the ice. He was not seriously injured, by
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some miracle. The radio operator lost both legs, while
the navigator died shortly after being picked up.
But this tragic ending still lay in the future at the
time of which I write. I brought the Vikin.g into Saint
John's, handed her over to her owners, said good-bye to
Varick, little dreaming that it was the last time I should
see him in this world, and in a day or two was on my
way to New York to get the Morrissey ready for her
summer's cruise.
I don't know yet whether I have qualified as a real
moving-picture actor, but I have my doubts,
[ 179]
CHAPTER NINE
THE LAND OF THE LOST ESKIMOS, 1930
DU R I N G my absence on the Viking trip mybrother Will brought the crew to New Yorkand put everything in readiness for the Mor-
rissey's departure for the land of the lost Eskimos. I
had been back in N ew York but little more than a week
when we were ready to sail for the north. This was un-
usual, and a great comfort to me, for ordinarily I had to
spend a couple of months getting things prepared. We
were bound for East Greenland, under the auspi ces of
the Museum of the American Indian, Heye Foundation.
The late Commodore Ford had left the museu m a sum
of money to go toward an expedition to the northeast
coast of Greenland for the purpose of gathering arch-
reological and anthropological specimens, and this
money was used for our cruise. But it was not enough
to finance the trip projected, and I asked Harry Whit-
ney to join us, and to see whether he could not find some
one willing to help out . He got R. R. M . Car penter,
who almost equalled Commodore Ford's contr ibution,
while Fred Brewster of New Haven also aided us. My
friend George Ali introduced me to Mr. Meye rs, then
president of the Standard Oil Company of N ew York,
and they were both of great assistance.
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Before we left for Newfoundland the State Depart-
ment at Washington asked permission from Denmark
for us to carry out our plans around Angmagsalik and
Scoresby Sound, but this was refused, as the Danish
authorities had their own men in the field, and did not
want any interference. We did, however, receive per-
mission to buy a few things from the natives at Ang-
magsalik, and a thousand dollars were deposited to our
credit in Copenhagen for this. We ultimately spent
three hundred dollars of this amount.
Before leaving we made some changes in the Jlor-
rissey and equipment that improved her a lot. Junius
Bird and his father constructed two Peary sledges for
use if we were caught north in the winter or needed
them to cross the shore ice. Ruly Carpenter gave me a
whaleboat from the Brooklyn Navy Yard, and a
Palmer motor for it equalled the original cost of the
boat, even though the installation was made by Junius
and his father.
Heretofore we had had no rudder post, the rudder
being hung on the main stern post. We now put an
eight-inch by eight-inch white oak rudder post aft of the
propeller, and on this hung the old oak rudder, bolted
through and through, reinforced with a five-inch solid
iron post and a casting of steel that fitted over the upper
part of the blade. This made a good solid job, and its
strength saved us a lot of trouble later, when we were
mixed up in heavy ice.
We had pretty much the same crew as in other years,
with one addition. Before leaving Saint John's to make
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the Viking movies I received a cable from Knud Ras-
mussen saying that a friend of his named Hans Brunn
had left Copenhagen for the former port, wan ting to
get a berth on a sealer. Eric Bowring finally got him
on the I mogene, where he was very popular, pa r tly be-
cause he was a very agreeable man, and also because he
was a fine shot with a rifle, shooting quite a number of
old seals. When we took the Viking out he came along,
proving to be a worthy addition to the ship's ros ter, and
when he said he wanted to accompany me in the Mor-
risses], I was glad to have him aboard.
Sailing day saw us slip out of the Kill von Kull and
around to the New York Yacht Club sta t ion at 23d
Street on the East River, and there we anchored. I
thought I had all of my Greenland papers with me, but
I happened to take a last look and found tha t none of
them were aboard. In a panic I rushed ashore, and took
a taxi up to the Explorers' Club on Cathe dra l Park-
way, where I had been staying. I dug around in lockers
and trunks and boxes, but found nothing. The whole
cruise depended on those documents, an d I was frantic.
By the time I had finished my search at the club it was
lunch time, and I had to go, hot and dirty and worried,
to the Saint Anthony Club, where Charley L evy, one of
the old guard, was giving a party for Harry Whitney
and myself. Despite my difficulty, I found it was a
good send-off, and when it was over we repaired to the
Morrissey, where we made our fina l preparations for
leaving.
Our guests had left, and we were about ready to
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heave up anchor when a launch came alongside. Ah, I
thought, some one has found my papers. But this
proved to be wrong. The occupants of the boat were a
sheriff and a lawyer. It developed that Charles Stoll,
one of the backers of the trip to the northern Pacific,
had refused to honor a bill for work he had authorized
Ed Manley to go ahead with. The result was an attach-
ment writ on the Morrissey. I squared that with my
own money, but Mr. Stoll also contended that lowed
him $2200, and the sheriff was interested in that, too.
Being an explorer and of that fraternity who are known
for their lack of money sense, I must have appealed to
him as one who hadn't kept strict account of the dis-
bursements in the time I was with him.
I'm no bookkeeper, but I do know this: instead of my
owing Mr. Stoll money, he owed it to me. I worked
hard to save him expenses, and ran the entire cruise as
economically as if it was my expedition, going around
personally to interview people, writing, telephoning,
riding trains, buses; and taxis, besides wearing out shoe
leather. And I had no records to show for it all, of
course. It taught me a lesson, and an expensive one:
get everything in black and white. I had saved him
several times what he sued me for, but I guess I had to
be the goat.
Fortunately Aymar .Johnston, a relative of Harry
'Vhitney, was aboard, and he fixed things up over the
telephone so that Mr. Stoll got his money. To help
settle that up I used my last $1000 from the Viking
picture, and Aymar advanced the other $1200. He
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would never let me pay it back, knowing I had nothing
but the schooner to my name.
With that settled, we were free to leave, so we hove
up anchor and steamed up the river, out through Hell
Gate into the Sound, and on up to the American Yacht
Club at Rye, where we spent the night. At least, the
Morrissey did. I took a train back to New York, and
went once more to the Explorers' Club, where I turned
all my boxes and trunks bottoms up in another search
for the Greenland papers. I couldn't find them, and
how I cursed myself for my carelessness in stowing
things where they couldn't be found. But that did no
good, and I went back to Rye and the Morrissey.
I remembered one thing that might save us yet. Dau-
gaard Jensen, administrator of all Greenland, was in
N ew York. I had met him and chatted with him a few
days before. He might be able to help us, I thought,
and at an ungodly early hour I dragged Hans Brunn
ashore, and had him telephone to Jensen. By some good
fortune, he got through to him, and the administrator,
God bless him, said that he would have duplicate copies
made and forwarded to us at Brigus. There was a
heavy load off my mind, but we weren't out of trouble
yet.
Junius appeared with the whaleboat, and he had a
yarn to spin. He had driven from N ew York to Rye
on his motorcycle to put the finishing touches on the
boat, and just after he left the N ew York anchorage
he was side-swiped by a car when he tried to keep clear
of a girl who had wandered like a chicken into the road.
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He was hurt in the crash, being cut about the face and
hands, and he was badly shaken up, but worse still, from
his point of view, he was arrested. It looked for a time
as though he might have to miss our sailing, but they let
him go at last, and his father pleaded for him when the
case came up. 'Ve learned later that no fine was im-
posed. At the time, though, he was worried about this,
and in addition his injuries pained him a lot, although
he never made any fuss about it.
By God, sir, we weren't starting well, and that's a
fact, but I consoled myself with Peary's philosophy: If
we can get the bad things over and done with at the
beginning, it will probably be easier afterward. Often
that advice proved sound. After all, there are times
when if you don't get the breaks you are done, and that
is the time you really want things to go right. So many
times little things go wrong, and we think it is the end
of the world, only to find later that it wasn't so bad,
or even sometimes that it was actually good luck. But
in the big crises things simply must go in your favor
if a vessel and her crew are to be saved. And so far I
had managed to get out of all the jams into which I
had brought the Morrissey.
Anyway, we got away from Rye on the morning of
June 6, and with a fine breeze on our tail made ex-
cellent time up the Sound. By 1 A.M. of June 8 we had
the Brazil Rock Light Buoy abeam, and I visualized a
record passage in the Morrisses]. But the coupling on
the propeller shaft next the engine began to give us
trouble, and repairs took all day. We finally got things
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going right again, but I decided that the best thing to
do was to put into Halifax and have the work done by
experts rather than get well up into the north and find
we were in trouble in some place where nothing could
be done about it.
So we changed our course and on the morning of
June 10 spoke a fisherman who told us that Sambro
Lightship bore northeast by north magnetic. We were
miles offshore, but a few minutes before that we had
sighted a fish net and had caught our log line in it.
This was a matter easily remedied by stopping the
engine, but the amusing thing was that our helmsman
told · me he could hear cows bellowing and cowbells
tinkling. I sounded and found seventy fathoms of
water, but he was still convinced that we were in immi-
nent danger of running aground. That is called a land
complex, and he had it bad.
We raised Sambro in good time, and felt our way in
until we picked up the pilot, who took us through a
dense fog to the Furness pier, where we tied up. Mr.
Purdy handled the repair job, doing it well and reason-
ably, but when the shaft was repaired and fitted, they
found that it was out of line. This would only make
more trouble, so the foreman and two men worked over-
time for eight hours to get it right. They did fine work
on it, and I was very grateful, for anyone who does
things for the Morrissey is doing things for me.
While all this was going on, the Chesapeake Bay re-
triever pup that Ruly Carpenter had given us was all
aback, somehow. The darned mutt had developed some
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sort of stomach trouble, and despite the medicine Harry
Whitney fed it, no improvement was noticeable. But
while in Halifax I ran into Harry Roper, and it turned
out that he was a great dog fancier. While he was ferrying
me to and from the Customhouse as we worked up the
endless crew lists that were wanted, I told him about the
pup, and he suggested the name of a veterinarian, re-
putedly the best in town, and we loaded the dog aboard
and set sail. It developed that it had not yet cut its
teeth, and consequently could not chew the food we were
giving it. The vet advised whiskey and milk. I never
carry spirits in the ship's stores, so I told Harry Whit-
ney that it was up to him to buy a bottle, as it was his
dog. He did it, and the pup made out fine.
We had a number of visitors aboard ship, among
them May O'Regan of The Chronicle, Reporter Ryan
and Photographer Fraser of The Herald, and we had a
jolly fine time. Meeting old friends in a seaport is good,
and newspaper friends-I use the word friends there to
mean just that, and not the ordinary run-of-the-mill
crowd, ignorant of the sea, who come around asking
silly questions-are the best of all, I have found. Be-
lieve me, they are good fellows, and when you meet
them after being away they are like a rock in a weary
land. But visiting and repairing and doctoring ailing
dogs came to an end, and on the morning of June 13,
in a heavy fog, we put to sea. Four days later we tied
up at Brigus.
And may I be keel-hauled if the missing Danish
papers didn't appear here! I had been talking about
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them so much in my letters home that my sister went
through all my communications and found them in an
envelope with some data about the Heye Foundation.
As I wasn't married, it wouldn't have mattered much
if she had uncovered a skeleton or so in my private
closet along with the papers. N one appeared, but I
wouldn't have cared if they had, I was so well pleased
to get those missing documents. It was a good thing
she took a look, even though she didn't have my per-
mission to go into my things.
We were all set now, and we sailed out of Brigus on
a Thursday evening, running promptly into a southeast
gale. 'Ve got tossed around pretty badly, and the blow
was hard on our sails and running gear. One would
have thought that with a big deckload of gasoline, fuel
oil, a few motor boats, and barrels of drinking water
that the JJforrisscy would have been strained and leaked
some, but she was as tight as a jar all through. She is
a dry schooner in more ways than one.
We saw something grand in the course of that blow,
a bark under full sail taking the wind on her port
quarter. Her sails were clean and white, and we had
not seen her until she was close at hand because we had
been shut in by a rain squall. When we ran out of it,
there she was, every line of her lovely as she snored
along in a smother of foam and spray. Just as she was
sighted the sun blazed down through a small hole in the
sky where no clouds obscured the rays, and put a sort
of celestial spot-light on her. Her sun-kissed sails,
yards, masts, and hull gave us a breath of the past, of
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the days of the great sailing ships, now almost done.
Then she was gone, and we turned again to the chores
of our own vessel. AIl through our trip we used six
thermometers given us by the Hydrographic Office of
the Navy Department at Washington, and with these
we obtained the surface temperature every hour or so,
the results being recorded in our log and turned over to
the navy on our return. We kept this up in every sort
of weather, including the present gale.
Reykjavik, capital of Iceland, was our objective, and
when we reached a point 300 miles west of it, the water
changed from dark to steel blue, and we saw gannets
and kittiwakes flying along, and in the sea we spotted
several whales. By the last day of June our distance
was run down to soundings, so we hove the lead, getting
no bottom with 300 fathoms. But another cast, soon
afterward, landed the lead on the outer edge of the shelf
that lies off the southeast coast of Iceland. The water
color hid changed again, this time to light brown, and
at 8 A.M. we made our landfall. The mountains were
hidden under a heavy fogbank. Our noon observation
showed us that we were north of Reykjavik, but the
haze prevented us from seeing the famous Sneffel J okel
until we were well to the southward of it. Then the fog
rolled off its snowy pate, and we saw it in all its beauty,
the sun casting its golden rays over it in a way that was
breath-taking. The shadows took on varied hues of
purple, black, and blue, and the fog, driven away by
the offshore wind, bared the lesser mountains and
allowed them to share in the scene.
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As we neared Reykjavik we passed trawlers bound
for the cod and halibut grounds off the northeast coast
of Iceland, and saw a number of others working their
nets. I hailed one of them, and with Hans Brunn acting
as interpreter, told the skipper that I had no chart of
the harbor. He dug one up for us, and we got another
break when three men in a small motor boat, bound in,
offered to pilot us. They took us in all shipshape, and
we arrived to find the city in gay dress, for it was cele-
brating the tenth centennial of the founding of the Ice-
landic parliament.
Outside the harbor, behind a low flat island boasting
a carpet of green that the Emerald Isle itself could well
envy, H.M.S. Rodney, one of Britain's prize battle-
wagons, was moored. Inside were the Danish warships
that had brought the royal family of that country to
the celebration. Two large tourist steamers were also
in port. And I must say that all this embarrassed us a
little, for we had not intended making any visits, of
state or otherwise, among civilized people after leaving
Brigus, and as a consequence we had no shore clothing,
and worse still, little money. We put in here only be-
cause our radio outfit appeared to be molting and re-
fused to sing. I was under contract to supply articles
to The New York Times, and I figured it was up to me
to see that my copy got through.
Anyway, here we were, and we anchored a respectful
distance from the King's ship. Soon a port official came
alongside and informed us that a doctor would be out
right away. Five hours later he appeared, and we were
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passed quickly, as all of my men had been properly
examined in Saint John's, and my papers were sealed
accordingly. No sooner was the quarantine flag down
than we were on our way ashore in the new whaleboat,
and as we reached the inner harbor, which is really a
breakwater built to make it safe for vessels to lie at the
docks, we saw a great welcoming party at the landing.
There were bands and uniforms, and God knows what
all. This looked like a real reception, and I wondered
that I had never before realized our fame. I was al-
ready thinking up a speech when I noticed another
launch ahead of us. It contained their majesties, the
King and Queen of Denmark, so we put on the brakes,
forgot our speeches, and waited for them to get out of
the way.
Once ashore, we tried without success to find a man
from The Times, but we did locate a chap named Steele
from The Chicago Tribune, who helped us greatly,
getting us in touch with the head of the radio company
in Reykjavik. He arranged things so that we reached
The Times' London office and got a story through to
New York. Our own radio apparatus was fixed up, and
functioned perfectly again. I also visited the meteor-
ological office to get weather reports and to learn what
I could about ice conditions around Jan Mayen Island
and Scoresby Sound. They were very encouraging, in-
dicating an early and an open season, with excellent
prospects of our being able to push through to our ulti-
mate objective, the land of the lost Eskimos.
With this information I was doubly anxious to get
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away. Had I not been so pressed for time, I should
have paid my respects to the King and Queen of Den-
mark and invited them aboard the Morrissep, especially
in view of the unusual character of our expedition and
of his Majesty's particular affection for and interest in
all things connected with Greenland. I wanted to see
more of Reykjavik, too, for I found it a clean, wide-
awake, wholesome place, but I simply could not spare
the time, and we got away as soon as our business was
concluded.
We struck a large area of bad tide rips off the north
coast of Iceland. The wind died and the sea made up
so fast that we were forced to douse our sails and pro-
ceed under power. \Ve had some bad snow squalls, and
a lot of fog, but by using our thermometers we managed
to keep clear of the ice until we reached the latitude of
Shannon Island, where I intended landing. Then, on
July 9, we made the ice, finding a large school of harp
seals on the edge. The floes seemed to be light and
scattered to the north-northwest, where our course lay,
and we went on until the ice became heavy and close-
packed. We had to turn around and steam back to the
eastward for an hour, when we were again in open
water, with loose ice.
For hours we followed the edge, at times taking ad-
vantage of open leads in the heavy ice, but we finally
encountered dense fog, thick as a good New England
chowder, and that drove us back to open water again,
. and we tied up then to a large floe. Our men here shot a
floe rat, a small seal, and some glaucous gulls, all of
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which were skinned. The stomach of the seal was put
in alcohol for the Smithsonian Institute, and we used
the meat to replenish our stock, which was running low.
Then, when the fog lifted a bit and the wind dropped,
we cast off our lines and steamed along on our course.
Visibility was less than a quarter of a mile, and the ice
was heavy, although fairly open. Luckily for us the fog
lifted occasionally so that we could see how things
looked a mile or so ahead. The floes grew increasingly
large and heavy as we steamed along, and I had never
realized until then just how small the Dlorrissey really
was, for the heavy polar ice reached up level with our
boat davits. But we kept on going, and in the afternoon
of July 11 we reached coastal water. The fog burned
off, too, and by nightfall-and the only way you could
tell it was night was by looking at your watch-we tied
on to the raft ice about two miles north of Bass Rock.
Here I sent Junius Bird, Ed Manley, and Hans
Brunn ashore to see how thing stood. When they re-
turned they reported that some hunters from Germania
Harbor had been there a week or so before, using the
two houses built in 1902 by the "Relief Baldwin-Ziegler
Expedition." On hearing this we cast off and steamed
toward Shannon Island, tying on to fast ice about nine
miles from Cape David Gray, which was as near to
the shore as we could get. Our Peary sledges looked
like a good bet, and I decided to send Junius to the cape
with enough supplies to keep going for a while.
While our !pen were on the ice setting up the sledges,
a bull walrus came up through a hole just beyond them.
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It is hard to say which were the most surprised, the
crew or the walrus. All of them seemed paralyzed, and
stayed that way until some one on deck grabbed a rifle,
yelled to the ice party to duck so that he could fire over
them, and let him have it. It was a fairly large walrus,
with an excellent skin and a good head, and was later
sent to the Academy of Sciences at Philadelphia. I was
afraid that when he was shot he would slide into the
water and disappear forever, but for some reason he
didn't. I guess whoever plugged him was a crack shot.
And now that we have got the Morrissey to Shannon
Island, I suppose it would be a good idea to take a little
hitch and explain something of the lost Eskimos we
were here to find. In very brief form, the story is this:
Up until the beginning of the nineteenth century thou-
sands of Eskimos inhabited the east coast of Greenland.
But a century or so ago they disappeared from the face
of the earth. No record or trace of their departure, or
its cause, has been found, and no one knows for sure
what happened to them, where they went, or why. It
was to uncover some of their old winter houses, long
in ruins, and to gather as much scientific material as
possible regarding their former owners that we had
plowed our way through the uncharted ice to the scene
of their old rendezvous.
The sledge was ready late in the afternoon, and after
supper Junius and Hans Brunn set out, accompanied
by my brother Will, Jim Dooling, the bos'n, Jim Dove,
and Joe Crowley, who hauled the sledge. I watched
them from the crow's-nest, and saw that they were hav-
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ing a hard time of it with the sledge, which was loaded
with food, tent, sleeping gear, tools, and other things.
There were innumerable spaces in the fast ice where the
sun rays, through accumulations of water on the sur-
face, had made openings into the sea, and in many
places it was impossible to cross with the loaded sledge.
This meant that they had to zigzag instead of taking a
straight-line course, and it took them a long time. But
I saw them make the ice foot, by the tellplatte, a basaltic
upthrust that rises more than 600 feet above the flat
plain that characterizes the whole of Shannon Island.
:Junius and Hans were to stay, but the others remained
only long enough to set up the tent and boil a little
water, and then came back. With the empty sledge they
made good time, covering the distance in two hours,
and turned in as soon as they had something to eat.
The days, and the nights, were filled with brilliant
sunshine, but outside, from the south end of Shannon
Island to Bass Rock, we could see a fog bank that hung
like a smoke screen. Some of our time was spent in
trying to get some narwhale specimens, for many of
them were swimming about. This mammal, a member
of the whale family, attains a weight of several tons
when full grown. The males have a single, graceful
ivory horn, ten to twelve feet long, projecting from the
middle of the head. We tried to harpoon them, with a
net loss of two harpoons and some excellent line. Once
hit, a narwhal would go under the ice, taking the whole
rig with them. As we were primarily interested in mak-
ing pictures, we didn't care to shoot them. The noise
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would have frightened the others away instantly, and
we were getting too good an opportunity to make
movies right from the deck of the schooner to risk that.
I think these were the first films of narwhal swimming.
At least, no one in our party had seen any.
It was about this time that we began to sniff around
and find a strong odor of gasoline in the air. This was
bad, for gasoline is tricky stuff, and you never know
when it is going to raise the devil. Investigation showed
that the tins stowed on the quarter deck were leaking,
the damp salty air causing rust spots on the containers
that quickly ate their way through. So the mate went
over every tin carefully, saving as many as possible, and
giving them a coat of paint, something I always plan
to do in New York and somehow never get to. Inci-
dentally, we keep the fluid on deck so that it can be
handled easily in an emergency.
I sent Jim Dove and Bill Boone ashore in the canoe
to the camp at Cape David Gray, and when they came
back they reported that Junius had shifted camp to a
place where he had found the ruins of many Eskimo
winter houses. Knowing from this that Junius and
Hans would probably be ashore for some time, I sent
another sledge load of supplies ashore, ordering Jim
and Bill to remain there to help out. Then we on the
Morrissey began to prepare the scene, with nature's
ever-willing assistance, to get into trouble.
The wind blew up, an inshore breeze, accompanied by
dense fog, and the slop caused by the wind on the
weather edge of the ice tended to break things in our
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section, making it necessary for us to move several times
in as many hours. The rigging was covered with ice and
all the fresh water pools of water around us were frozen.
So we sawed out a berth in the fast ice and tied up in it,
stern to the opening. There we remained, snug as a
bug in a rug.
Some one shot a seal, it was brought on deck, and
we were skinning it. This operation commanded all in-
terest on the lJforrisseu, especially when I was cutting
open the stomach to see what the seal had been feeding
on, and the result was that for a moment no one was
looking anywhere but on deck, and the fact that the ice,
despite the ebb tide, was moving in, escaped notice until
a small growler ran into the stern. I looked up then,
and what I saw galvanized me into sudden action. I
roared out a call to quarters, and we set to the work of
saving the schooner.
What had happened was that the on-shore breeze
had brought in an ice sheet, and it was moving toward
our berth, threatening to trap us miles from open water,
and force us to remain there indefinitely. Worse still,
if the pressure got sufficiently severe, we might see the
lJlorrissey crushed like an egg shell. Neither prospect
was pleasant, and we had the engine going in quick
time, believe me. And right then we got the worst break
that could possibly have corne our way. We had the
plankton nets hung over the stern, and we slipped in
the clutch and the propeller worked up to full speed
astern, the lines fouled it, and we could not move. If
the wind had been right we might have made an effort
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to back her out under sail, but with it blowing onto the
edge we couldn't even try that. The Morrissey was
trapped, and about all we could do was to wait and
see what would happen to us. One other thing we could
do, and that was to get some supplies ready to take onto
the ice if the worst came to the worst. And of course
we did our utmost to clear the fouled line. Ultimately
it was cleared, but by that time the ice field had jammed
in on us, and our fate was on the laps of the gods.
The pressure of the ice drove the moving floe deeply
into ours, some of the growlers being forced under the
surface and coming up against our hull in alarming
fashion, sandpapering all that fine expensive bottom
paint that had been put on at Staten Island. The ice
reached higher than our booms, and it closed in tighter
and tighter. All around us was the gray white ice. It
was under us, too, and lifted first our bow and then our
stern clean out of water. Sometimes she would be in the
line of pressure, and giving ground, but at others she
would be twisted at right angles to it, with her sides
nipped until she groaned like a human being in torment.
We could hear the thump of floes under our hull, hitting
like the hammers of Thor. I was sure this pounding
would open her up, and I had the well sounded. It
wasn't as bad as I had feared, but there was pumping
to be done, and the bilge pump was put to work.
This hammering continued for hours, sometimes get-
ting so bad that I was on the point of giving orders to
abandon ship, and then easing off. The only reason that
we did not take to the ice was that I could see one little
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ray of hope. The wind was slowly moving the sheet
inshore, and if we could hold out long enough it might
clear altogether. I could see the weather edge of it
when I climbed into the rigging, and I prayed as I have
never prayed before that we might hold out and escape
being crushed. Nearer and nearer worked that edge of
ice, but as it came the pressure seemed to increase.
From below I could hear the straining of timbers, and
I thanked God for our greenheart sheathing, and for
the fact that wood, up to a certain point, is elastic.
But we were fast reaching that point, and when it
came, the hull would give way, sinking as soon as the
ice pressure relaxed enough to let it go. I have stepped
from the side of a vessel thus nipped onto the murderous
floes that killed her, and I felt that I was going to do
it again now. The edge of the ice was fairly near, but I
doubted whether it would pass us in time, and I ordered
all hands to stand by to abandon ship. Supplies were
piled in readiness, one of the whaleboats was swung free
in the davits, for we had to have it on the ice with us,
and all hands were ready to jump at a moment's notice.
Nearer and nearer came the edge of the floe, and I
stood silent, watching, calculating, as the grim, jagged
sheet inched its way along. It was mortally slow prog-
ress, but gradually the pressure on the hull relaxed.
Finally the edge opened up a thin line of open water at
our stern. Hardly daring to hope, I watched that strip
widen. Finally there was room to get the Morrissey
out. And then we were altogether clear. I stood staring
at that accursed sheet of ice, but no blame attached to
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it. The fault was ours, for we should have seen it com-
ing while there was still time to steam free. Had I lost
the :Morrisscy then, I would have had myself to blame.
Myself, and the stomach of a seal. But fate had saved
us when we could not save ourselves, and it was only
a question of how badly the schooner had been cru shed.
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CONTINUED
I CERTAINLY expected that the Morrissey wouldleak badly as the result of what we had beenthrough, but I was amazed to find that nothing was
seriously wrong with her except that the worm steering
gear had been bent. We could thank Essex, Massachu-
setts, for the fact that the hull had stood up, and the
McWilliams yard for the staunchness of the new rudder
post and the reinforcements on the rudder. Having no
forge, we weren't quite sure how to go about straighten-
ing the bent worm gear, but after experimenting with
several methods Jim Dove managed to fix it by using
saws and files, doing a nice piece of work.
Then we rested up a bit before steaming to the south-
ward, close to Bass Rock. At times we had brilliant
sunshine that burned off the fog and showed us the
mountain tops, cold and clear-looking, and lighted up
the heavy bergs and paleocrystic floes, frozen into the
fast ice. It looked for all the world like the view you get
of New York's downtown skyline on a foggy, misty
morning, coming into the slip on a ferryboat from
Staten Island. Pinnacles of ice looked exactly like sky-
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scrapers. Yes, sir, it was a beautiful sight, but as we
could testify, it was no place to be caught.
We had reached a point a few miles off Walrus Isl-
and when we sighted the steamer Gothaab anchored in
Griper Roads, Germania Harbor, and we were anch-
ored close to her by six bells. Her captain, Riis Carsten-
sen, was an old friend of mine and of the Morrissey, for
he commanded the Iceland Falk when my schooner
needed repairs so badly in 1926, furnishing us with a
diver who repaired our hull where it had been damaged
when we went ashore. I had not seen Captain Carsten-
sen since, and it was a real pleasure to meet him here.
He came aboard, accompanied by Doctor Lauge Koch,
and gave us invaluable information as to ice conditions,
the whereabouts of game, good harbors, and of the
ruins of the Eskimo winter houses that we had come to
find.
Ed Manley and Harry Whitney went fo Walrus
Island while we were here and made still and moving
pictures of the eider ducks sitting on their nests, with the
glaucous gulls hovering around, waiting for the ducks
to leave, when they swooped down and stole the eggs.
Glaucous gulls should do well in Wall Street. We on
the Morrissey were impatient to be off, and as soon as
our photographers returned we weighed anchor and set
our course for Shannon Island, taking with us two
young Danes, .Timvan Huen and A. Schwack, trappers
from the Germania Harbor station. This saved them
the necessity of making the trip in a motor boat, or
waiting for the freeze-up, and they were glad to be
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aboard. Schwack in particular was glad to be with us,
for he had been isolated from the world for more than
a year, and he went after our Victrola, with its new
records, the way a bear goes after a seal. It did us good
to watch him.
Progress was slow, owing to poor visibility and the
many bergs that had moved out from the fjords and the
bights of the islands, and when we were five or six miles
from Cape Philip Broke the wind freshened consider-
ably. This meant that the cove where I had planned to
land was a lee shore, so we returned to the fast ice and
tied up, taking advantage of the opportunity to fill our
tanks with fresh water from a pool on the ice. We were
desirous of establishing communication with Junius,
however, so I sent one of our sledges ashore with a load
of gasoline, calcium chloride, and food. We were hav-
ing almost constant fog, and after a day 0;1' so I began
to worry about the sledge party. I was afraid that the
ice inshore had broken clear of the island, and the
chances were that if this had happened, the ice bridge
between Hochstetter Foreland and Shannon Island had
also broken down. When visibility improved, we found
that this was so, and we got under way at once, steam-
ing slowly toward the island, and getting within four
miles of the camp site at Cape David Gray before we
were stopped by a big sheet of ice. We tied on to this
until we found that it was moving to the eastward,
when we cast off and waited for the inside corner to
clear the fast ice. After this happened we steamed in,
and were relieved to see the sledge party on the ice foot.
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They had an addition to the party, as Will Bartlett and
Jim van Huen, acting on my instructions, had captured
a musk ox calf.
Junius reported that he was having great success in
his explorations, so I decided to leave him where he was
with his three men, while the Morrissey went to Cape
Philip Broke for a day or two of walrus and bear hunt-
ing. We wanted to get walrus and bear groups for the
Academy of Sciences at Philadelphia. We spent most
of our time on the way getting Shannon, the musk ox
calf, accustomed and resigned to his new surroundings.
When he was first brought aboard and installed in the
house we had made for him on deck, the little fellow
raised an awful row, butting his head against the boards
and yelling blue murder for his mother. But he got
hungry after a bit, and the warm milk in the nursing
bottle, to which was attached a large nipple brought for
just such use by Harry 'Vhitney, proved a magnet that
Shannon, homesick as he was, could not resist, and soon
he was suckling away as pleasantly as could be. That
was the start, and before we were through he was as
tame and as amusing as a Newfoundland pup.
'Ve kept a sharp lookout for bears, too, but not one
did we see, despite the fact that we were in good bear
country, with lots of seal around. I attributed this to
the bright sun and warm weather making the bears lazy.
We steamed out to the point of Koldeway Island, and
by six bells we had made Cape Bismarck, with no bears
reported, although I had offered a prize of ten dollars
to the man spotting the first one. I considered extend-
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ing our search into Denmark Haven, as indications to
the north and east pointed to open water, but I decided
against it because I was not sure of how good our pro-
peller was after its encounter in the ice, and because I
did not want to get too far away from the Shannon
Island party.
So we retraced our course, and on our way back spied
a large bull walrus on the ice. 'Ve hove to and put out
a boat, only to have the walrus go into the water before
getting within firing distance. But it broke water near
where the whaleboat was stopped, and we fired a shot
that crippled it. Jim Dove planted a harpoon in its
huge bulk before it dove again, and the float attached
to the weapon marked our treasure. We wondered,
though, whether Jim had planted the harpoon firmly
enough, having some doubts about this, and sure
enough, when we put a strain on the line, it pulled out.
It was a large bull, and we hated to lose it. How large,
we will never know, but I remember that every time we
got to talking about it, a gain was apparent, and by and
by it would have dwarfed a whale.
We were still grumbling over losing the walrus
when Jim Dooling, in the crow's-nest, sang out that he
had spotted a bear. Jim Dove and Jim van Huen saw
the animal a second too late, and lost out on the prize
money. The wind was blowing fresh on the weather
edge of the ice, and considerable swell was making, but
we got the whaleboat away with men and dogs aboard.
The small boat was rolled around pretty badly, and as
it neared the edge lost its rudder. This was serious
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business, for if the craft got broadside to it it was apt to
capsize or get stove in against the floes. Luckily the
steering oar was aboard, and this was speedily put into
service, taking the boat out of her predicament. A safe
landing was effected, and it was a great sight to see the
men and dogs pile onto the ice.
The bear had spotted them and turned tail, but the dogs
soon had him at bay. The ice was so hummocky that
even from the crow's-nest a lot of the fighting between
bear and dogs was not visible, but we did see Jim Dove
catch up with the procession and end the battle with his
rifle. Leaving the bear on the ice, the crew brought the
whaleboat back, and we took it aboard, dropping the dory
to get the skin, meat, and bones of the bear. The job of
getting the dory off the ice and back to the Morrissey
would not have been difficult had they been content to
bring out light loads. But, no. They put dogs, men,
skin, meat, and bones into it and watched their chance.
Seeing what they were up to, I ran down to make a lee
for them, and although the dory was very low in the
water when it reached us, we hauled the entire load
aboard.
After we got under way again two more bears were
spotted, but we could not get at them, and we continued
on around Cape Philip Broke. Here we found that we
were cut off from the Bird camp, as all the ice in Free-
den Bay had moved out in large sheets before the strong
northeaster. This being the case, we tied on to a big
sheet and kept a weather eye open for a good exit in
case the sheet wheeled on the cape in passing seaward.
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But by the next morning the bay was completely freed
and we steamed as close to the camp as we could, send-
ing the whaleboat ashore.
While it was gone the wind dropped, and the force of
the tide and current asserted themselves again, bring-
ing the ice back into the bay. I saw this, and immedi-
ately gave orders to heave up the anchor and to start
the engine. Ed Manley took the latter task in hand,
and for half an hour he worked over it, with no success.
All that time the ice kept working in, and things were
getting ticklish. We had managed to work out of one
jam, but we had been very lucky, and if we were caught
this time we might get bad breaks. The percentage
favored it, and I was getting really worried, when Ed
had an inspiration. It occurred to him that perhaps the
firing plugs of the engine were dirty, and he took a look.
They were. He didn't wait to clean them, but yanked
them out, shoved in new ones, and tried the engine
again. It worked like a charm, and off we went, just in
time to keep clear. I was delighted to get out of that
place, I can tell you.
But out we were, and we steamed slowly across the
bight to the eastern shore, where I threw over the
dredge, getting starfish, clams, and small crustacea that
established this as a feeding ground for walrus, al-
though we saw only one with its young. It is a question
whether walrus are becoming scarce or whether the nar-
whal on the outside are driving them away. I should
like to determine which was the case, for it was an ideal
spot for them. As for the group we spotted, we did
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not go after them as the wind was strong and the water
shallow.
Shortly after this the whaleboat returned, bringing
Junius with a number of most interesting specimens,
and seven hours later the hunters who had gone in on
the launch came back empty-handed, as the musk oxen
had moved into the interior of the island. All hands
were aboard once more, and I headed for Clave ring
Island, where I knew we would find a safe anchorage,
enabling us to put all hands ashore to expedite the work
to be done. On our way Jim van Huen shot another
bear, and that was his last act on the Bl orrisseu, for a
motor boat came alongside at Germania Harbor and
ordered him, with Schwack, to return to the station and
take a load of supplies to Shannon Island. ""Ve had
hoped they could continue with us to Clavering Fjord
and the west side of Clavering Island. Jim in particular
had been of great help to us, and while he had had little
rest, I believe he enjoyed life on the ~Iorrissey.
We continued on down the coast, and eventually
worked past Dahl Island into new waters. We got a
magnificent view of Jordan Hill with the blue haze
shimmering over its massive beauty, and we anchored
near it, sending our hunters ashore. They came back
with a musk ox, a ringed seal, and ten barnacle geese.
Bill Boone and Junius went ashore also, and found two
Eskimo houses and eleven tent rings, but the finds were
without interest, and we steamed over to the Sandoggen
on the south side of 'Vollaston Foreland, where we
found the Gothaab again and anchored under her stern.
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Captain Carstensen gave us some explicit directions
about finding the Eskimo ruins, and we pushed on to
Clavering Island.
Once we were at anchor, I sent Harry Whitney,
Hans Brunn, Jim Dove, and Bill Boone ashore in the
whaleboat, and when they landed they spotted a bull
musk ox, a cow, and two calves, and they realized that
here was a chance to get the group for the Academy.
In addition, they had been told to try for a mate for
Shannon, and this looked like a good opportunity. They
bagged the bull and cow easily, but the calves were to be
taken alive, and that was another kind of cruise. The
animals headed away from the shore at full speed, and
our boys saw that a marathon lay ahead. Musk oxen are
very agile, but the gang felt they just had to have those
calves, so the chase was on. One of them got away, but
Jim managed to corner the other in a blind canyon.
With no other way to go, it turned and tried to rush out,
but Jim remembered his football days, and brought it
down with a bone-shaking tackle. This floored the calf,
and Jim hung on until Bill Boone reached the scene,
and the result was that little Maureen came aboard. At
first she showed the truth of the old saying about the
female of the species being deadlier than the male, but
the same means that were used to subdue Shannon were
brought into play, and eventually she decided to behave
herself. Both she and Shannon were very popular on
board the Morrissey, and served as mascots.
The Gothaab spoke us while we were here, and told
us that the ruins were about two miles farther to the
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eastward. I knew that, but felt that we were in a safer
anchorage. I realized, however, that the time element
entered into our work, as Captain Carstensen advised
us to be out by the middle of August, and it was now
August 3, so I tried to find a suitable anchorage nearer
our operations. The hunt was fruitless, and we ended
up where we had been before.
We went ashore early in the day, and went right to
the ruins, which were on the exact spot indica ted by
Captain Clavering who, in 1823, was the last white man
to see any of these Eskimos alive. There was no frost in
the ground, which meant that our digging was not
hampered, but it may also have exp laine d why things
were in a poor state of preservation. T he houses re-
minded me of ovens, or kilns. Each consisted of a single
room, the floor of which was several feet below the sur-
face of the ground, and a tunnel that came out some
distance from the house itself on the side slope of a hill.
The roofs had collapsed long before, but there was
enough left so that we could figure out how th ey had
been made . Pieces of driftwood and whalebone had
been interwoven and placed on top of the stone that
lined the inner walls, and the roof line came several
feet above the surface. The roof was filled in with moss
and stuccoed with earth, making the structure practi-
cally watertight. The only ventilation came fro m the
tunnel, that served as exit and entrance, and it was
no trouble to guess that the atmosphere in the house
became pretty heavy when the E skimos lived in it a
while.
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The ruins were covered with flowers, grass, debris,
and nests of lemming. These curious little animals,
members of the rodent family, with short tail and hairy
feet, are very numerous in this part of the country. As
I said, the roofs of the houses had collapsed years before,
but we removed the wood and whalebone bit by bit and
eventually uncovered a lot of interesting things: tools,
hunting and cooking utensils, sledges, sewing kits, toys,
and many other things that can now be seen at the
Museum of the American Indian. It was a good haul,
all right, and we were able to guess at the characters of
the inhabitants of the different houses from the way
things had been kept, whether they had been thrifty and
industrious, or shiftless and lazy. We worked all day
uncovering our specimens, and when we returned to the
schooner we were all in.
We had left the cook and the bos'n aboard, and found
they had been having troubles of their own. The cook
has been with me on every trip I have made to the north,
but he still takes me quite seriously, and he told me all
about what had happened. His greeting was about like
this: "Sir, you nearly lost your cook and bos'n today.
Shannon jumped overboard, and if we had not caught
him, Jim and I had made up our minds to take some
grub, make for the shore, and stay there. We sure
would never have dared face you again, sir."
So Shannon had gone overboard, and they had got
him back. When we went ashore in the morning I had
given orders that he be given the run of the ship, as he
was tame and at home, and also because he was a long-
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haired animal, with no great love for the water, which
was very cold. So while cookie was below and the bos'n
was at work on the musk ox skins, Shannon, who had
little room to stretch his legs, hopped up onto an oil
drum to take a look at the scenery. No one knows
whether he fell or jumped, but in he went, and struck
out for shore. Nobody heard the splash, and the :5rst
indication our men had that anything was wrong was
when the bos'n saw him swimming and mistook him for
a seal. He yelled to cookie and ran for the rifle. He
was all set to fire when Billy came on deck, missed
Shannon, and sang out for Jim to layoff if he valued
his skin.
The two of them grabbed the painter of the dory,
hopped in and took out after Shannon, who was swim-
ming for dear life. They couldn't have rowed any
harder if they were in a Yale-Harvard crew race, for
they knew some one would be in for a fine dressing
down if Shannon were missing when I came aboard. It
was a close thing, and the dory came up with Shannon
just as his feet found bottom. It was no time for figur-
ing, and the cook made a wild leap out of the dory and
got the calf by the neck. Had he ever made the shore,
they'd never in the world have caught him, but as it was
he was trussed up and ignominiously brought back
aboard, to be wrapped in hot blankets and fed warm milk.
For punishment he was not allowed on deck for some
time.
I have mentioned the nests of lemming on shore.
There was another species of wild life that was abun-
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dant. The mosquitoes were right there to greet us, and
they overlooked nothing in the way of a stinging wel-
come. It never seemed to pall on them, and they kept
right on stinging long after the novelty had gone out of
it. We never did find out what it was that had driven
the Eskimos away, but the mosquitoes were as good a
bet as any.
We continued our excavating the next day, and as
we looked over the village I was interested by the skill
with which the Eskimos had picked the site for their
quarters. With the southern exposure they could see
the first gleam of the sun on its return in the spring and
its last parting rays in the fall were prolonged as much
as possible. The hunting grounds, both on the land and
the sea, were right at their doors. As I stood there and
looked about I could only ask myself over and over
again why they had left this place. They had everything
to make a settlement perfect for their needs, and these
ruins were only a part of many extending up this whole
coast from Scoresby Sound to Cape Bismarck and be-
yond. There must have been thousands of Eskimos along
this stretch. But they are gone now, every last one of
them, with only the ruins of their former homes and their
implements left to tell us of their culture and industry.
Junius discovered another village near Site One, as
we called the first ruins, and we uncovered five houses,
two of them large and well built, and the other three
small, with no rock walls. An empty grave was found
here, although none had been discovered at Site One.
Our finds in the second village were not of particular in-
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terest save in one house, in which were a very old type
of bottle and a piece of iron. They might have been
picked up on the ice, or it was possible that they had
been obtained from Captain Clavering. We also found
blubber in this house, in such an excellent state of
preservation that it burned as readily as when first cut .
And clinging to some of the boulders that lay on t op
of the ruins I found a lot of the red algre that colors the
snow of the crimson cliffs of Cape York. We had also
found it on the Diomede Islands in Bering Strait.
On my way back to Site One I climbed one of the
mountains, and was gratified to see little or no ice in
the offing. The day was warm and beautiful, with bril-
liant sunshine, and the sky was filled with fleecy white
clouds sailing in the fathomless blue. The waters of the
fjords reflected the sky, the image being broke n by
occasional pieces of gleaming white ice floating idly.
And in the background the towering mountains, with
their browns and yellows and grays, made a most im-
posing picture. The soft air produced a dreamy quiet
that was indescribably peaceful, and it was difficult to
believe that within a short time terrific gales and storms
might come to change the place into a raging infe rno.
Not knowing how long the weather would hold good,
I was anxious to get away as soon as possible, but th ere
was much to be done before we could pull out of there.
Junius had finally discovered the burial ground for
which we had been searching. We had just about con-
cluded that the Eskimos had sunk their dead in the
fjords when we found a curious mound of boulders near
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the mouth of a partially dry river bed. By curious, I
mean that it was man-made, and not natural. We dug
around and uncovered three skeletons buried in a primi-
tive way, knees tied to their chests, with a number of
their belongings beside them. We took photographs
and made measurements and then refilled the graves.
That took most of the day, and the rest was spent in
photographing the houses we had cleaned up, getting
their dimensions, and making a map of the villages for
our report to the museum.
When this was completed, and while our men were
carrying our array of specimens to the beach, Junius
and I went to another spot where we had located two
or three more ruins. These we uncovered, and obtained
more things of interest for the collection. And had I
felt it wise to remain longer in this locality, we would
undoubtedly have found many other houses. But we
had everything necessary for our purposes save the
final answer as to what became of the Eskimos, and I
deemed it prudent to avoid unnecessary risks when it
was unlikely that they would materially benefit the col-
lection.
On August 10 I sent all hands ashore at Sansdoggen
to gather willow for bedding and grasses for food for
Maureen and Shannon, and we were on our way. Hans
Brunn decided that he wanted to winter here, so he left
us and we headed for the open sea. We followed the
loose ice, which took us a little to the northward, and
found open water the next day, only to be driven to
retreat back into the ice by the heavy swell that was
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running. Fog shut us in here, and forced me to give
up the idea of going into Scoresby Sound, plans being
changed to take us to Angmagsalik. I guessed wrong
on this, too, for appearances persuaded me to try it from
the north, instead of going to the south and then cutting
in.
The ice did not seem to be very wide off Cape J 0 1'-
densen, and as the wind was off shore it seemed to be
fairly loose. I hoped that if I worked into it the going
would be easier and that I would be able to continue
south. But after we were well in the wind dropped
and the ice began to tighten up. It was very heavy and
washed out, and when the lJforrissey struck a grow ler
it was like hitting a brick wall. The ice spurs benea th
the surface made navigation very hazardous, as we had
to be careful of the propeller and there was always the
chance of our hull being stove in below the water line.
I t was quite a pounding, and we had no shock ab-
sorbers. The granite-like blocks of ice finally caused the
nails in our bow plates to work loose. When those steel
plates had been installed I had thought them unnec es-
sarily heavy, but I changed my mind about that now,
and blessed the old dock superintendent at Sydney who
fixed up that stem. We would be easing along, when
we would hit a growler, shake as though the engine
were going at full speed astern, and stop dead, to re-
sume our way as the obstruction moved sluggishly to
the side. 'Vith the nails pulling out, the plates were
loose, and I had to drop men over the bow to dr ive
wooden pegs into the holes. This did not tighten up the
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plates to any extent, and that was another reason for
caution.
On August 22 we tied on to a berg, having sent the
canoe around it in a search for spurs and sounding. We
got at least twenty fathoms wherever we tried, and that
was all right. Nor were there any spurs, and that was
better yet. But early the next morning, with the ice
running like the very devil in the current and wind, a
large floe came around the berg before we spotted it,
and piled up on our bow. I was below when I felt the
shock, and I rushed on deck to see our bowsprit snap off
three feet from the end, while all our head gear and
stays carried away with it. There was a real mess, and
we had our hands full rigging preventers and other
staying so that we could, if we ever got a chance, carry
our sail.
We were in a real jam, for the ice continued to run,
the water holes filled up, and we could not have moved
if we wanted to. On the night of August 25 we were in
the only hole around, and that was just about big
enough for the Morrissey. If this closed in on us-well,
we had been in the same situation recently enough to
have a vivid picture of what might happen. The full
moon rode high in the heavens, and gave us enough light
for working, but it also meant that we would get an
unusually high tide, with the probability that the ice,
pushing shoreward, would drive our berg over the ridge
on which it was stranded in to shore. That would be our
finish, and I had all hands on deck, ready to abandon
ship, for I had a hunch that the berg would float. We
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waited, doing nothing, saying little, as the tide flooded.
So many times in the north there is nothing to do but
wait, and see whether there are exceptions to inevita-
bility.
This proved to be an exception, for nothing happened
except that the berg rolled a little, and then settled
down to an even keel again, while the growlers shifted
a little shoreward. And finally the ice opened a bit, we
cast off, and slowly, as slowly as we could go, worked
out to the looser ice. Of all the forlorn places, with no
game on the land, no fish in the sea, and no vegetation
on shore, this was the worst. 'Ve called it the place that
God forgot, and we weren't far wrong, either. Nor
were our troubles over as we steamed away from it. The
wooden pegs couldn't stand the pounding any better
than could the nails in the bow plates, and we had to
replace them. And twice we got hung up on submerged
tongues of ice, with imminent danger of being stove in.
lt was luck that saved us both times.
These ice tongues are among the most dangerous
things in the north, and they are formed by the water
temperatures. The surface temperature is 34.3 de-
grees F. At ten fathoms it is 30.4 degrees. These are
average temperatures for the conditions I am describ-
ing. The deeper water is polar current that comes from
the north with the ice, and the latter cannot melt it,
as its temperature is below freezing. But the surface
layer of water, perhaps half a fathom deep, is warmed
by the summer sun until it reaches the temperature
given above. This comparatively warm stratum has a
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strong action on the edges of the floes, thawing them at
and a little under the surface, and eating far into the
ice. In the meantime the sun melts the ice above the
surface and this lightens the floe, which rises and brings
the tongues just under the surface, where they cannot
always be spotted, and where they can do a lot of dam-
age. It was, I am sure, action of this kind that was
directly responsible for the loss of the Titanic in 1912,
for the same thing happens to bergs, although in the
latter case there is sometimes a thin floor of ice above
the surface on the edge that makes walking very treach-
erous.
As we went on the ice tightened again and became
very heavy. Bergs were frequently seen plowing
through the lesser ice, and we had to watch that we
didn't get caught and crushed between them and the
floe ice. This was near the edge, where the swell got in
its work. We finally got to the edge, but it was too
heavy for us to break through until we found a narrow
strip of loose ice and worked clear. This was on August
28, and now we could hook her up for Angmagsalik,
As we went we picked up Eskimos in their kayaks,
and by the time we got inside the head of the bight we
must have had twenty or thirty of them aboard. Here
we met the umiak, or women's boat, loaded down with
men, women, and children who had seen us for some
time and were coming to greet the stranger. It re-
minded me of a reception in N ew York harbor coming
up the Bay from Quarantine to the Battery. Men,
women, children, and dogs lined the shores, cheering or
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barking, as the case might be, and following us as we
made our way to the anchorage. The Danish authorities
gave us the keys to the city, and we had a fine time, but
the season was really late now, and it was time to be
getting on. We hove up anchor on the morning of
August 30, and steamed out with an escort of kayaks.
These dropped astern as we worked into the ice, which
was heavy but loose until we got to the main water, and
then we picked up a strong breeze from the north-north-
east that enabled us to stop our engine and reach along
under full canvas. As long as the wind was over the
quarter I had no fears for our jib and head stays and
we drove her, making excellent time in spite of rain and
fog. We were not far from the edge of the ice, and we
used our thermometers constantly. No matter how thick
the fog, thermometers enable you to keep off the ice, for
they will note the significant drop in water temperature
and warn you in time. By September 7 we had the
Funk Islands abeam.
That night the forestay carried away, and we had to
drop all canvas and proceed under power while we
rigged more preventer tackles, which enabled us to set
trysail, foresail, and jumbo. Under this canvas we
footed very fast, and at 9 P.l\!. on September 9 we tied
up at the dock at Brigus.
I landed Maureen and Shannon here, giving them
the run of the place, and causing every child in town
to play hookey to see them. This was not their perma-
nent home, but just a chance to give them their land legs
while we had the bent worm on the steering gear
[220 ]
LAND OF LOST ESKIltIOS, 1930
straightened out better than we had been able to do it,
got a new bowsprit, and new forestay. This done, we
loaded our animals aboard and were off for New York,
hitting the Pollok Rip Lightship right on the nose, and
carrying a fair tide and a light breeze to ""Voods Hole.
I anchored in Quick's Hole, in the Elizabeth Islands,
and then ran on down through Vineyard Sound, Block
Island Sound, and Long Island Sound to City Island.
'Ve were passed by the doctor there, and then steamed
on to the Mc""Villiams yard at Staten Island.
Within a day or two all our arch reological ana eth-
nographical specimens were delivered to the Museum of
the American Indian. The polar bear, walrus, and
musk ox skins for the Academy of Science at Phila-
delphia were shipped there, and will shortly be on ex-
hibition. Shannon and Maureen, dearly beloved by all
on board, were sent to the Bronx Zoo to conform with
quarantine regulations, and later went to Ruly Car-
penter's estate, where they are thriving.
And the Morrissey, another cruise in her log, was laid
up, the crew paid off and sent to their homes, while their
captain began chafing to be off again on new adven-
tures in the far north.
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CHAPTER ELEVEN
THE GREENLAND SEA, 1931
W H I L E I was still wondering what to dowith the JJforrissey in the summer of 1931,Jimmy Clark, director of taxidermy at the
American Museum of Natural History, called me on
the telephone and asked me to see him. 'Vhen I got
there he said, "I've got a fine fellow for you who wants
to hunt musk oxen in northeast Greenland. He hasn't
much money, but he is anxious to go, and if you can do
it fairly reasonably, he is your man."
The young man proved to be a chap named Arthur D.
Norcross, and when we met it didn't take us long to
arrange the Norcross-Bartlett Expedition to the Green-
land Sea, and I started making plans. Mr. Ali, of the
Standard Oil Company, said that he could help us out,
and we got a real break when I ran across Ben Smith,
president of the Standard Motor Company, man ufac-
turer of the JJlorrissey's engine, and he told me that
Mr. Di Giorgio, president of the Greenheart Company,
would let me have enough of his product to sheath the
JJforrissey all over. I had been worried about t he ice
conditions, for we had been lucky on the 1930 trip, get-
ting into the Greenland coast easily and very early, and
I knew from past experience that no two years are alike
in the north. Consequently I had a stro ng hunch about
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ice, and I believed we should sheath the Morrissey, an
expensive job.
It seemed too good to be true, this news about the
greenheart, but the wood arrived at Staten Island in
due course, the planks were steamed to make them pli-
able, and fastened to the hull with five-inch galvanized-
iron spikes. We were all ready for the ice with that
sheathing, and I hope it will last for ten years. The
added twenty tons of weight only increased her draught
about two inches, and improved, rather than hurt, her
sailing and steaming qualities. I also had new bow
plates welded onto the stem plates from the turn of the
stem to the light load line. I drove lots of iron into her
keel, too, as she gets some of her worst pounding there.
I have mentioned greenheart before, but I should like
here to tell something about it. It is a member of the
laurel family, and grows in South America and British
Guiana. Years ago the Scotch, English, and Norwegian
whalers discovered this wood, and used it to cover the
outside skin of oak to keep it from being broomed by
contact with the ice, which, especially in the comparative
warmth of the summer, loses its soft snowy cushion and
becomes hard as granite. Oak is splintered by contact
with it, but greenheart has a smooth, hard surface, like
marble, and the more the ice rubs it, the smoother it
becomes. Ever since then vessels that have to work in
ice have turned to this wood for protection.
While this was being installed, I was getting addi-
tional aid for the trip. The Smithsonian wanted more
specimens of marine life. The Heye Foundation gave
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me $200 for some specimens they wanted. The Ameri-
can Museum of Natural History desired us to get a
number of Arctic birds. All in all, we had a good many
angles to cover, and had to make some changes in our
crew. The Botanical Gardens wanted some live and
pressed flowers, and I signed on a third engineer for
this trip, .Jack Angel. One of his jobs was to go ashore
and collect the flowers. In addition, he could handle
the engines when .Junius Bird, who could live indefi-
nitely away from the ~Iorrisscy with a tent and a bit of
grub, was on shore. MyoId chief engineer, .Jim Dove,
signed articles for a matrimony cruise with a girl from
New .Jersey, and he couldn't go rambling any more, as he
had a job and had to keep it. His brother, Robert Dove,
came with us as surgeon and ornithologist. He was a
medical student at Dalhousie University at Halifax. .Jim
was replaced by Len Gushoe from Brigus. .Junius was
second engineer, and altogether our set-up was a perfect
one, working smoothly at all times.
We got away on May 31, and by .June 7 had rounded
Cape Race. We used constantly my new patent sound-
ing lead with my Bliss Tanner and the many tubes I
received from the Navy Department through Captain
Helwegg, superintendent of the Naval Observatory.
With these instruments I was able to feel my way
through dense fog right in to the cape. What wonder-
ful assistance science has given navigators! Only today
I was reading about Doctor Forbes' survey in northern
Labrador with his schooner Ramah. He negotiated all
the intricate passages, many of them uncharted and un-
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known to him, without a pilot. He went the whole
stretch of the Labrador coast without grounding once,
using Professor E. P. Magoun's submarine kite in two
motor boats that preceded the schooner and marked the
safe channel.
While we were at Brigus, where we remained for
three days, I could see a big change for the worse in my
father's appearance, and when we sailed I was convinced
that I was looking on his face for the last time. It is
a hard thing to leave some one dear to you when you
feel that way, but we had to go, and go we did, having
an excellent passage to Reykjavik.
Once there we met a man named Snaabjorn Jonsson,
official English translator in Reykjavik, and proprietor
of a store there known as the English Bookshop. I
could use many pages in telling of the fun we had
there with him, but space does not permit, and I shall
content myself by saying that we had an excellent time,
saw many interesting things, and are much indebted to
him. He spoke excellent English, and when he told me
that he had married an English girl, I said, "Oh. Now
I know why you speak such excellent English."
"N0," he replied casually. "I was at Oxford for five
or six years."
Jonsson introduced me to Doctor Bjarni Sarmunds-
son, in charge of the Museum of Natural History at
Reykjavik, and one of the great authorities on birds,
fishes, and mammals. He is the kind of a savant, so far
as I could see, who does not take himself particularly
seriously, reserving that feeling for his work. He
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showed us the old, fossilized forms of life, and exp la ined
them so simply that even my lay mind could grasp a
little of what he was driving at . It was fascinating to
hear him discourse on these specimens from the Mio cene
period, and I enjoyed it thoroughly.
We also got a chance to inspect the Iceland cod-fish-
ing industry functioning. This island is a great place
for cod these days. The shores and banks abound in cod
and halibut, and there are natural drying beaches . The
fish are caught by the smaller boats, cleaned and salt ed,
dried and shipped to the countries bordering the M edi-
terranean, as well as the ' Vest Indies and South
America. The Icelanders are very painstaking in their
work, and this has given them first place in the fishing
world. The great stretches of lava make an ideal drying
place, as the wind passes underneath, helping the work,
and keeping the fish from becoming sunburned. All the
curing is done by women, and they are very careful to
do a good job. In Newfoundland we have the best cod-
fish in the world, the best bait, and the most favo rable
water temperature, but the curing has been neglected
and we have lost the lead.
But again we had to move on, and on .Jun e 26 we
hove up anchor and put to sea, to be tossed aro und by
the tide rips and the steep swell. Birds were plent iful,
murre, puffins, and gannets abounding. Dolphins swam
happily along beside the Morrisses], and we saw many
bottleneck whales swimming along like mad an d look-
ing like nothing so much as a field of horses crowding
neck and neck on a fast track. This whale, which is
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toothed, and next in size to the sperm whale, the largest
species known, owes its name to the fact that its fore-
head is domed in the shape of a big hump resembling the
shoulder of a bottle, while its jaws project like a slender
beak or bottle neck. \Vhen it swims on the surface, its
forehead alone shows above water, and may easily be
mistaken for the most forward part of the whale. In the
female this head cavity is filled with a transparent oil
containing spermaceti, which is carefully preserved by
whalers. The female may measure up to twenty-five
feet in length, and will yield from a ton to a ton and a
half of this oil. The male is larger and the dome con-
tains a solid lump of fat instead of oil.
By midnight of June 29 we had struck the ice, along
with heavy fog that forced us to use the thermometer.
The ice extended a lot more to the eastward than our
course, and I realized that my hunch about the green-
heart had been a good one. The floes were well south
and very wide, as evidenced by the short time required
to pick it up after leaving Iceland. The fog lifted a
little around noon the next day and on rounding the
point of the ice we could make good northeast by east.
Hopeful of seeing a bear, we followed the edge, and had
it remained clear I think we might have found a break
that would have carried us to the fast ice off Cape
Hold With Hope. Instead, it came in thick as mud,
and we couldn't try it.
If we needed any reminder in addition to the ice, that
we were back in the old stamping grounds, it was fur-
nished when we saw large schools of harp seal, known
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to the Norwegians as saddlebacks, and to the Green-
landers as svartside, or blackside seals. I have seen this
species all oyer Hudson Bay, Foxe Channel, Kane Basin,
north of Cape Bismarck, and in many other places. It
was like old-home week to spot them now. The adult
male is five or six feet long, grayish white in color, with
a black patch shaped like a harp on each side.
We were now 150 miles west of Jan Mayen Island,
working through that pea-soup fog. Independence Day
came along, and we celebrated with a royal spread that
Charlie Pope, head of the commissary department, and
Billy Pritchard, the ship's cook, had been preparing for
many days. The meal did justice to their efforts, and I
give here the menu, so that you can see what can be
done on a small schooner in the Arctic when the cook
sets out to spread himself:
Hors D'Ocuvres.
Tomato Juice Cocktail.
Queen Olives. Florida Preserves. Mixed Pickles.
Roast Newfoundland Veal ii la Pritchard
Sweet Potatoes. Tiny Beets. Sweet Green Peas.
Blue Goose Orange Ice.
Chocolate Layer Cake.
Mixed Nuts. Layer Figs. Candy.
Petit Gruyere St. Bernard.
Toasterettes.
Coffee.
Champagne.
Mumm's Cordon Rouge Tres Sec.
Cigars.
Cherry Brandy.
Marie Brizard et Roger.
This was handsome chow, and we stowed away quite
a cargo before our hatches were full up, and when I got
on deck again I calculated that we were as far north as
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I wanted to go. I knew from experience that there
should be a break in the ice that would take us into the
latitude of Bass Rock and Shannon Island, so I waited
around for the fog to lift. We did some seal hunting
to put in the time, and as we were hard at it a steamer
broke through the fog. She was the Gustav H olm, and
she was hooked up, as her skipper had heard that a
Norwegian vessel carrying some Americans had got in
to the land. The fog cleared the next morning, and
there she was, stuck about two miles in from the edge
of the ice.
At about the same time we spotted a polar bear, but
before we could go after him the fog shut in again. The
ice was heavy, so we tied on to a big pan, filling our
water tanks from a fresh-water pool on it, but we did
not stay there long, as we saw a lake of open water
making to the southwest. 'Ve followed it, found that it
ended blindly, and returned to the pan. The Gustav
H olm. had worked her way out of the ice, and our old
friend the Gothaab appeared to the northwest. We
were shut off from our objective, and it was dishearten-
ing to be held there. However, we collected as many
birds as we could for the Museum of Natural History,
put seal stomachs in alcohol for the Smithsonian, and
collected some interesting specimens in the pools on the
old, dirty ice. The plankton net, too, was constantly
busy in an effort to get a decent collection for Doctor
Schmitt, curator of marine invertebrates at the Smith-
sonian. We were a long way from the musk ox hunting
grounds, but Norcross never complained, but rather
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kept eagerly at the work of collecting seals and birds
and making pictures.
Lanes of water finally opened in the ice, and we went
in, making good progress until the inevitable fog re-
turned. Being in the latitude of Shannon Island, the
prospects looked good. Late at night the fog again was
blown off, and we could see land plainly from the deck.
As we saw many schools of harp seals, I felt that we were
on the right track, and that if I watched for leads there
might be a chance to get in to the land. Some one
spotted a couple of bears as we steamed along, and we
lay to while these were stalked, shot, and brought
aboard. The ice continued to open, and we worked into
a lake of clear water.
As we steamed along the auxiliary schooner Polar-
bjorn came alongside, carrying the Norwegian East
Greenland expedition under Doctor Adolph Hoel, with
a large staff of scientists who were very keen to reach
the land as soon as the Gothaab and the Gustav Holm,
which were carrying the Danish expedition under Doc-
tor Lauge Koch. At this time the ownership of East
Greenland was being settled in the 'Vorld Court at
The Hague, and there was great national rivalry be-
tween the two groups. The schooner broke her way
through ice that the "ftlorrissey couldn't attempt, and
continued looking for a way in. They were giving her
all she could stand, and I'm glad I didn't have to foot
the repair bill when they finished with her. The Polar-
bjorn was to come to our assistance later on, but right
now I would have bet the other way.
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It was here that we saw hood seals for the first time
on the trip. They are next in size to the bearded, or
square flipper, seal, and the male measures about eight
feet from nose to tail, the female about six and a half
feet. This species somewhat resembles the sea elephant
of the Pacific, and is prettily marked, its back being
covered with short, dark hair. Its name comes from the
way it inflates its nose when angry. I remember the
first year I went seal hunting with father in the Gulf
of Saint Lawrence. 'Ve struck the herd between Anti-
costi and the Magdalen Islands, and loaded in a few
days. Father wired the owners, telling of the number
of seals we had, and they could not understand how we
could be full up with only 8000 hoods. But some of
them weighed as much as 700 pounds, and that covered
only the skin and fat. They're big fellows, all right, and
well worth taking.
After the Polarbjorn parted company with us, we
were locked in the ice for several days, and I was afraid
that the drift might carry us to the southwest, and cost
us valuable time. Therefore when the ice opened a little
we tried to work into a lake of open water about a mile
away. It took us six hours to cover that mile, and God
alone knows how much hard work. In addition to the
Morri.ssey's power, we used dynamite to blowout a
channel, prizes to get broken ice out of our way. Under
the pounding those heavy bow plates broke away where
they had been welded to the stem, and they were doubled
back as though they were made of paper. In addition,
many of the bolts were loosened, so that when the Mor-
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rissey finally made the lake, I set a gang to work with
hack saws, punches, and chisel bars to cut the bent edges
and to tighten up the bolts. Then the bent edges were
smoothed out with an improvised battering ram. It was
very difficult work, as most of it was done three feet
below the surface, and the crowd was dog tired by the
time it was completed.
In the meantime the Polarbjorn was in plain sight,
steaming around like a dog with a can tied to its tail,
but she wasn't getting anywhere and was just burning
up good oil to no purpose. I saved mine, for I felt that
when the ice opened, the break would come about where
we were, and if it came elsewhere, we could see where
the Polarbjorn went and follow her. So we kept on
with our collecting of specimens with the dredge and
the plankton net until the last day of July, when the
ice began to open. 'Ve cast off from the pan to which
we had been moored, and steamed into a promising lead.
We were going well, and everything looked fine when
the fog shut in, and then we ran into many blind pockets.
The ice was running at great speed in the tide and
current, and was wheeling, which meant that I had to
watch my step lest I get hung up on the corner of one
of the big pans while other floes nipped us. That would
have been the end of the 1 Lorrisseu. And in the mean-
time, with the blinding fog, we had to take it easy. Time
was passing, the autumn would soon IJe with us, with
the young ice, short days, and north winds jamming the
ice on the land.
We jockeyed around with not the faintest idea of
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where we were, our immediate problem being to keep
in open water, until the fog thinned a little, and we felt
our way along, being careful not to blunder into a cul-
de-sac with too little room to turn and get out, to be
smashed like a peanut in a strong man's fingers. Our
progress was necessarily slow, and the delays were ex-
asperating, but you learn patience in the north, and we
consoled ourselves with the thought that we were moving
in the right direction. 'Vhen the sun finally burned
through, we found that the leads had widened, and we
were able to make real progress. It was good to see the
steel stem plate cutting the dark blue water, with the
pans of ice sliding by, and by August 4 we were inside
the lOO-fathom curve.
We continued on in through lakes of open water and
loose ice, bringing up finally at the touching point of
two big sheets of ice. Twenty plugs of DuPont 75 per
cent dynamite did nothing at all. More plugs were set
down and touched off, shaking the ice where it was
nipped, and in three hours we used three boxes of ex-
plosive. The ice was cracked, all right, but the pressure
kept it so closely packed that we could not force our
way through. And our work almost cost us the schooner,
for the current changed where the two points were
nipped, and if we had broken them so badly that they
gave way, the sheets would have come together, with
the j}lorrisscy in between. She would in no time have
been an object of considerable interest to the manufac-
turers of match sticks. For a day we waited nervously
to see what would happen. The points held, fortunately
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for us, until the current changed, and the lead opened
again.
On we went, and finally a single big sheet barred our
way into the open coastal water. Ten plugs of dynamite
blew it to smithereens, and we were free at last, after
thirty-seven days at the mercy of the ice. That was a
long time to be held, but we were still all right, and we
anchored alongside the Gothaab and the Gustav Holm,
to the blank amazement of their captains, for they had
found ice conditions very bad, and did not believe we
could work through as quickly as we had. Our anchor-
age was at Eskimonaes, on Clavering Island, and the
gang quickly went ashore, Norcross with Charlie Pope,
Pyrman Smith, George Richards, and Harold Batten
after musk ox, Robert Dove to get what small game he
could, and Jack Angel seeking flowers.
I spent several hours with Doctor Koch, receiving
permission for our men to do their hunting and collect-
ing, and hearing his ideas for research. He planned to
erect a large station, with wireless, for the scientists,
one of several along Scoresby Sound and further north,
and to return to Denmark with the supply ships as soon
as things were settled. Doctor Koch was in charge of
all the stations and the entire project, and he could best
handle things from Copenhagen, spending the winter
correlating the results of the summer's work of all the
posts. This seemed to me to be a highly intelligent ap-
proach to the task, and likely to produce successful
results.
When Norcross came back he reported having a
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grand time, getting two musk oxen and seeing many
more. Shooting them a long distance from the water
entailed a lot of hard work getting them back to the
whaleboat, but our fellows were hardened up to it, as they
sometimes spent their winters in the lumber camps.
Norcross also brought back with him a few barnacle geese
and arctic hare. Jack Angel made a fine collection of
flowers, and Robert Dove turned up later with three
arctic hare, some rock ptarmigan, and a number of small
birds. He had travelled along the shore to the hut where
Junius Bird had summered the year before, and re-
ported game scarce.
'Vhen everyone was aboard we hove up anchor and
went to Cape Stosch, about two hours run away, Nor-
cross and his gang taking ashore what gear they wanted
and making for Loch Fine, where I thought they would
be able to get some game without having to travel too
far in search of it. I would have favored some hiking
to harden them up, but there were only a few days left,
as we had to get out very soon, and we could waste no
time.
The hunters counted on being gone for a few days,
so Len and Jack did some work on the main engine,
which showed the results of all that use in the ice. I
went ashore, landing on the north side of Clavering
Island, looking for live plants for the N ew York Botan-
ical Gardens. 'Ve quickly filled our Wardham cases at
Cape Stosch and returned to the schooner. I enjoyed
that morning on shore, near where we had collected the
Eskimo relics the year before. Many of the flowers had
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gone to seed, as we were about two weeks too late, but the
bumble bees were still hanging around for the last drops
of honey. The willow was beginning to take on a red
and tan color, and the other plants showed clearly that
the end of the season was near at hand. The streams
were now mere rivulets, where a few weeks before they
were turgid rivers fed by melting snow and glaciers.
Old Sol was losing his warmth.
The geese were walking along the shoreline teaching
their young to fly and swim in preparation for the long
trip to a new land, where they would still have summer
and warm weather. It was quite a sight to see the
mother goose pushing the goslings one by one into the
water. The days of carefree existence would soon be over
for the young ones, and those that did not play the game
and go into training would fall by the wayside. The
north ruthlessly weeds out the unfit. Life exists there
under the hardest possible conditions, and no mercy is
shown.
I took pains to get our plants up in good condition,
with as much of their native soil as possible clinging to
the roots, and it was a nice-looking collection. Little did
I think that as I got them to the threshold of their
adopted land they would be mauled and wantonly de-
stroyed by men who should have known better but didn't
give a damn as long as they drew their salaries. They
didn't care about flowers, and were nothing but govern-
ment-bureau machines. I know that we must be careful
lest we introduce some insect pest into the country that
might run wild and play havoc with our crops, but I am
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sure we can protect ourselves better than by sending a
crowd of inspectors of that hard-boiled type aboard
vessels coming into port with specimens for scientific
organizations.
Late in the afternoon a day or so later the Norcross
party returned, haying had good hunting, and bringing
several musk ox heads, numerous birds for the collec-
tion, and two downy young glaucous gulls caught by
Pyrman Smith. Early the next morning we hove up
and steamed out from the shore, taking it easy, as I was
towing the dredge. I was watching this pretty closely,
as were the rest of those on deck, and none of us noticed
a ledge of rocks that ran about half a mile offshore. I
knew about this shoal, of course, and if I had been pay-
ing attention to the schooner, as I should have been, in-
stead of to the dredge, we'd have been all right. Instead
we piled right on it, striking easily at the very top of
the night flood tide.
I t seemed like more of an annoyance than anything
else, and I rang up full speed astern. .I.T othing happened,
and at the next high water she was still caught just
under the engine bed. The wind was blowing out of the
fjord, keeping the sea from piling in, and that didn't
help us any. I didn't want to land my oil or ballast, as
I was in a hurry, so we signalled the Polarb jorn, which
came to our assistance. She tried to pull us off, using
our five-inch hawser, and it broke repeatedly. Then we
tried his wire cable, and snapped that twice. The third
time the Polarbjorn went off at right angles to our
stern, and when that cable took the strain what it did to
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our rail and some of our gear was a shame. Those stern
chocks and the breather valve on the water tank must be
going yet. And still the 1JIorrissey stayed where she
was.
'Ve started in after supper and moved everything
between decks to the bow, moved all the coal forward,
put the deck cargo in the bow, filled the dory with
water and hoisted it up to the bowsprit. At low water
with all this weight forward, together with natural
causes, she listed so heavily that we could hardly climb
the deck. The Polarbjorti waited until high water and
then gave us another line. I hoisted the jibs, started the
engine, and had the whaleboat take a line off our port
bow. With all these forces working for us, and with the
wind hauling to southeast and piling water into the
fjord, we floated.
'Ve then anchored, picked up our lines and kedges,
and began to clean up the mess on deck. And before
the job was done, a strong Foehn wind came across the
fjord and with the flood tide it kicked up an awful
rumpus. 'Ve had to heave to, hoist the foresail and
then work over under Jordan Hill. In taking up the
kedge anchor, one of the buoy lines fouled the propeller,
and that made more trouble. Going over the damage
we sustained, I found my new hawser was ruined, my
rail broken, the pin rail around the mainmast obliter-
ated, and about one hundred fathoms of old line gone.
All this was climaxed, when I returned to New York,
by the receipt of a bill for $250 from the owners of the
Polarbjorn for towing and general salvage work. The
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Morrissey herself was all right. She did not leak a drop,
her keel was unhurt, and the cement was not started in
the garboard seams.
We sailed back to Eskimonres and anchored near the
Gothaab. Her crowd wanted to know why we hadn't
asked them for help, and they seemed almost hurt that
we hadn't called on them. I explained that the Polar-
bjorn had been nearer to us, and I also tried to tell them
how much I appreciated their desire to be of use to us.
That sort of thing does a man a lot of good, and we tried
to show our appreciation by sending them all the meat
we could spare, as they were too busy to do much
hunting.
After clearing the line fouled on the propeller by
using long-handled chisels, we hove up anchor, dipped
our flag to the Gothaab, sounded our air whistle, and
steamed over to Shannon Island, making it without
trouble, as the coastal waters were free from ice. We
had really planned to go in to the Hochstetter Fore-
land, but we saw a herd of musk ox on Shannon Island,
and as it looked like a good opportunity to make pic-
tures, we stopped. Norcross, Pyrman, and two sailors
went ashore, finding the herd near at hand, asleep on a
big patch of snow. Large boulders offered good cover,
and the party got close enough to make beautiful pic-
tures. Not a shot was fired, but the cameras did plenty
of grinding.
Once they were aboard again, we headed offshore from
Bass Rock, and struck the ice after about twenty-five
miles. Our clutch had been giving us trouble, so we tied on
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to a big pan and made repairs, finding all the bolts more
or less twisted and broken. By the time everything was
fixed up the ice had begun to move apart, and we
steamed into an open lead. For six hours we never
stopped, nor did we encounter ice in our path, although
the leads narrowed at times. Big unbroken floes, many
of them miles in circumference, and with no pressure
ridges, had filled up the leads we had used coming in.
Up in the crow's-nest, ninety-four feet above the
deck, you don't get a yery good idea of the ruggedness
of those floes, but when you come down and step off the
sheer pole of the fore rigging and see the ice towering
above you, the lJlorrissey's small size is convincingly
brought home. From aloft there was hardly a hole of
open water to be seen except the one we were in, and we
were lucky to strike the right way out. Even so, I had
some uneasy moments during the forenoon. At times
our way seemed barred, but a light breeze tended to
counteract the trend of the current, and helped keep
things open for us.
I was still toying with the idea of going on to Hoch-
stetter Foreland, but the soft southern appearance of
the sun somehow gave me a hunch that now was a fine
time to get away. In this decision I was strongly in-
fluenced by radio weather reports from all oyer the
Northern Hemisphere. I have noticed that always in
these parts the forecasts have been yery reliable, and I
govern myself accordingly. Noone who has not been
there can know what a comfort it is to get daily reports
from Greenland, Franz Josef Land, Spitzbergen, and
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Jan Mayen Island. This enabled me to tell, twenty-
four hours in advance, approximately what the weather
conditions would be. "Tith the ice spewing out of the
Polar Basin this is reassuring, for twenty-four hours'
notice may enable one to avoid serious trouble.
As we steamed along I detected the water sky, and
after a bit lanes of water began opening out fanwise
from the axis of our course. Then we began to spot little
auks or Fulmer gulls, a sign that the main water was
near. The leads were such that we could go in almost
any direction we chose and from 8 P.M. to midnight we
were in loose ice, and we could feel the schooner rise
and fall to the swell. Fog is never long absent in the
north, and it shut in now, forcing us to lie to, the time
being spent in policing the deck. When it blew off, we
resumed headway, and worked through heavy loose ice
into a lake of open water. On August 17 a light string
of ice to the eastward forced us to run south, paralleling
it, and then we came to more loose ice, cutting through
it.
This was exciting, all right, for we were in a heavy
swell and couldn't turn back, as that would mean get-
ting her athwart the points of the growlers. I was aloft,
and I hadn't had so much excitement since I took the
~lorri88ey through that nest of growlers in the Arctic
Ocean north of Alaska. It was touch and go, keeping
her end on and dodging in and out through the lanes,
which would sometimes be wide, and sometimes too close
for comfort. The ordeal lasted for twenty minutes, with
all hands, including the cook, on deck. The last of it
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was the worst. Open water lay ahead of us, and we were
going between the points of two big growlers, when they
suddenly began to close in, gyrating wildly in the swell.
The fraction of a split second's delay would have fin-
ished us, but I yelled for full speed ahead, our engineer-
ing force was right on the job, and we picked up way at
once. I looked down, and could see the points coming
nearer and nearer. Closer they came, lunging as though
they really wanted to get us, and it was a pretty tough
job, calculating our chances. Then, like a giant pair of
calipers, the two points brushed our quarters as we shot
ahead. l\Iy dear man, I was feeling limp when we got
out of that, and that's no lie.
Once in the open sea, and safely out of the nutcracker,
we ran on down the line before a light northerly, giving
Len a chance to make additional repairs on the clutch,
which had taken a bad beating in the last few hours.
We were all feeling good that we had come through
the ice so well, when we might so easily have lost our
schooner, and we went our way, keeping an eye on the
edge of the ice on the chance that we might spot a bear
or a seal. There is nothing to be gained by worrying
over the accidents that have happened, or didn't quite
happen, and we had the future to occupy us, along that
weather edge.
Dreadful loss of life and vessels in the days of sail
and no power was caused on the weather edge. It is a
nightmare to take a vessel through that heaving, tossing
mass of potential destruction, especially when using the
wind for propulsion. Any kind of craft could take an
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awful pounding from the sharp corners of the growlers,
which would soon stave in the hull if the crew did not
work hard and bring chunks of ice on their backs and
drop them down between the sides of the vessel and the
growlers. This work would go on for hours, until
enough ice was thrown into the grinding maw to make
a bed of soft slush ice that had the effect of a cushion,
protecting the craft's bottom and sides.
'Vooden fabrics stand up better than steel in this sort
of thing, for the wood is more yielding. That is why it
costs so much to repair a steel hull after working in the
ice, especially after a voyage in the late spring, when
the floes are old, washed out, and hard as granite, with
no soft cushion of snow such as the early ice has. I
remember that in H1l2, with Paul Rainey in the Beothic,
we struck heavy ice in Kane Basin, and as she was built
of steel, we took an awful pummelling. Our contract
stated that she was to be returned as we had taken her
over, and I took her to Billy Todd, of the Robbins dry-
dock, for an estimate. He told me the figure he was
going to quote for putting her into such shape as the
contract provided, and I just stared at him.
"Have you ever had her on your dock," I finally
asked, "or one like her?"
"No," he replied. "I never have. Why?"
"Well, sir," I said, "she will have to have all the dam-
aged frames, plates, and scantlings removed and re-
rolled, a lot of riveting done, and all in a prescribed
time, subject to the approval of Lloyd's surveyors."
He gasped, and promptly doubled the amount of his
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bid for the work, and I believe he lost money at that.
Yes, sir, these steel ships are expensive babies if you
use them hard in ice navigation.
And the weather edge means using them hard. I can
remember the hair-raising stories of Uncle Isaac Bart-
lett, Natty Percy, and others of seeking shelter in the
ice in a gale of wind, with heavy sea, thick snow, and
frost. Under such conditions the edge is almost as bad
as a rock-bound shore, but they had to take the chance
of winning through to comparatively calm water.
Growlers tossed by the heavy seas would gore their
sides and bottoms like angry bulls. The only salvation
lay in using all the wood and rope fenders the crew
could make, and fixing up an ice bed. Perhaps despite
all this she would be stove in and sink before anything
could be done. There are many stories of brigs, brigan-
tines and topsail schooners, with crews of from twenty-
four to fifty men, last seen running for the weather edge
of the ice, to founder there with all hands. I got caught
in my first command, father's schooner Osprey, forty-
one years ago, and I remember it as though it was yes-
terday. I had a crew who had been through it before,
and we got home with nothing worse than a broken
rudder and a very leaky hull. 'Ve felt lucky to get home
at all.
Anyway, the Morrissey had come through again, and
we were on our way home in fog that kept us from
looking for interesting things on the edge of the ice.
You can find all sorts of things. 'Vood thrown over-
board from a vessel anywhere between the Aleutians
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and Asia might come north with the Japanese current,
running up through Bering Strait into the Arctic
Ocean. Observations of this sort led Admiral Melville
and Doctor Henry G. Bryant, president of the Ameri-
can Geological Society of Philadelphia to release espe-
cially constructed oak casks with heavy brass hoops, and
containing position and date, in the Arctic Sea north
of Alaska. Seven years later one was picked up off the
north coast of Iceland and another off the Lofoten
Islands, Norway. It was data of this sort, too, coupled
with the wreckage of the Jeanette, that fired the imagi-
nation of N ansen, and resulted in the building of the
Eram, with her historic drift in polar regions. What
invaluable scientific information could be gleaned today
from a drift across the Polar Basin to the North At-
lantic! There is something I'd like to do!
In my logbook, for August 19 I wrote the following:
"Saw the stars for the first time since reaching the coast
of Iceland. Since then we have been in the land of the
midnight sun." And the next evening I received a radio-
gram from Tom Foley of the \Vestern Union Company
telling me that father had died. I knew when I left
home that it was only a matter of a little time, and I
had been right. When he watched the Morrisees] sail
out of Brigus, it was farewell for good. But despite this
knowledge, the final ending of his life threw a depression
over me that held me for a long time. He was a good
man, a great sailor and seal hunter.
On August 23, at 5 :20 P.:\I., I stopped the schooner
and ran the flag to half-mast. The bos'n was stationed
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at the ship's bell, and tolled it every two minutes. l\Iy
brother '''"ill, with Robert Dove and Jack Angel, my
nephews, retired with me to my cabin, where I read the
Ninetieth Psalm, the fifteenth chapter of the First
Epistle of Saint Paul the Apostle to the Corinthians,
and the fourteenth chapter of the Gospel according to
Saint John. The lJ10rrissey remained motionless from
5 :20 to 8 P.l\!. in order to conform with the time of the
funeral services at Brigus. Billy Pritchard, Len Gus-
hue, George Richards, Joe Cowley, and Jim Dooling
had all been at Turnavik or off sealing with father, and
most of their fathers before them, and they all talked
about him as they sat on deck.
'Ve then got under way and resumed our progress
home. The water had changed from a dirty green and
brownish color to an azure blue. The color of water
is very much determined by the plankton content, and,
as I think I mentioned earlier, so is the presence or
absence of fish. This I learned late in life, and I wish I
had found it out earlier. The fisherman of the future,
I am sure, will not go out and put down a cod trap in
what has been a good berth with a prayer that Divine
Providence will send the fish that way again. No, he
will sail to what is reputedly a good place for fish, put
down his thermometer, and his tow-net, examine his
finds under his microscope, refer to his journals, and if
he does not find the proper conditions, he will go on
until he locates them, and has a reasonable certainty that
he will get fish.
The point is that fish don't just happen to be in some
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places and not in others, and the plankton content of the
water is the great determining factor. In my early days
of fishing, when we went out to haul the cod traps and
the water was cold and clear, the ropes and twine were
covered with slime, and we could see many fathoms
down to the bottom, we called the water dirty and knew
without hauling the traps that they would be empty. It
did not occur to us that the traps were slimy because
they were covered with algre, and that something was
causing a deficiency of planktons which ordinarily would
have kept the algre in check, and that the whole cycle
was accordingly upset. It may have been temperature
or salinity. I don't know.
I think that all this scientific work on the small forms
of life found in the sea, with accurate data as to location,
water temperature, coupled with stomach content find-
ings of the cod and its prey, the caplin, herring, and
squid, will eventually eliminate a lot of the chance which
now attaches to the fisheries.
Many times I have cursed the unending fog. Every
skipper has, not realizing that it was an inevitable nat-
ural reaction in the production of the rich fishing
grounds of, say, the Grand Banks of Newfoundland.
For at this point the warm southern stream, meeting
with the ice-laden arctic current, produces the fog. But
more important, the southern waters, laden with rich
plankton, and the northern currents, with their charac-
teristic flora and fauna, on meeting produce a tempera-
ture in which neither can live. They die, sinking in vast
quantities, and producing a rich food for the swarming
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life that has adapted itself to this temperature. It is on
this life, the caplin, herring, and squid, that the codfish
feed, and they come here to get it. The fishermen come
here to get them.
'Ve were heading for Angmagssalik, in the fog as
usual, when we broke into dazzling clear weather. The
coast-line, its great saw-toothed peaks standing out
against a perfectly clear sky, and above that a narrow
bank of golden cloud, which shaded into bars of deepen-
ing blue as it mounted into the heavens, were magnifi-
cent. There was a flat calm, and the play of colors on
the water was breath-taking. The snow-capped peaks
were lighted up by the blazing sun, and the glaciers run-
ning down to the sea like great frothy streamers. I feel
almost sacriligious trying to describe it, but on all my
years of travel I have never seen a sight that could even
approximate its beauty. All hands were on deck, and
for minutes at a time no one spoke, so impressive it was .
'Ve made Angmagssalik all shipshape, and went to our
anchorage of the year before. Our reception was warm,
for we were old friends now, and we had a great time
both ashore and afloat. Robert and Jack went into the
fjords for birds and flowers, while I spent a pleasant
afternoon getting flowers for our collection. I found
bluebells such as are found in Scotland, patches of white
cerastium and a number of the Alpine flowers. Junius
Bird arranged a dance here, and everyone in the place
took part, from the governor down to the smallest child.
The governor started out dancing with his wife, to music
furnished by the Morrissey's gramaphone, and then in
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turn with every girl present. He slighted none, and
believe me, he was some dancer. The Eskimo women
are born dancers and seem to have an inherent sense of
rhythm. Some of our sailors showed them the quadrille,
a;d after watching it once they went through it as
though they had danced it all their lives. The Eskimos
are musical, too. I have many times seen one of them
get hold of an accord ian, tinker with it a bit, and then
make a good shot at reproducing the tune of a phono-
graph record they had heard.
As the party was winding up, we were treated to
something that is fast dying out, a drum dance. I had
not seen one for years, but it had lost none of its fascina-
tion for me. An old man started it, slowly at first, but
gradually warming up, bobbing up and down, chanting
a wild and weird dirge, holding an improvised drum at
arm's length in front of him, and beating on it with ever
increasing speed. The dance is a relic of pagan days,
and the old man was carried right back into another
time. He was no longer a Christian, but instead he was
invoking the old gods. Perspiration ran off him in
streams, his face was horribly contorted, and all of us
were profoundly affected. Noone said a word, and
Pyrman Smith, ever on the job, made flare pictures of
it that furnish a valuable record of a dying rite. Of
course, in the old days the Angakok, or witch-doctor,
used to do the dance, and he would go into a trance in
which he would, in spirit, go all over the sky, and visit
the stars. Pastor Rossing, who lives at Angmagssalik,
probably doesn't look with favor on things of this sort,
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but he knew we were interested, and didn't stop it, for
which we were grateful.
At the conclusion of the drum dance we boarded the
lJforrisscu, and got under way the next day, Robert
having returned with a very fine collection of flowers.
'Ve spent our time cleaning up the bird and flower col-
lections, made the Smithsonian chests ready for ship-
ment, and by dark had everything fixed up for the run
to Brigus. "Te passed several bergs, big fellows, and
these I reported to the Hydrographic Office at 'Vash-
ington, but apart from that there was little of interest
or importance on the run home. We got to Brigus in
fine shape, and tied up. It was a sad arrival for me, for
it was the first time since I had owned the lJ10rrissey
that father hadn't been at the dock to greet us.
'Ve remained in Brigus for a day or so and then set
out for New York, where we tied up on September 21,
after an absence of four months and twenty-two days.
On September 26 the gang went home and the lJ10r-
rissey was laid up for another winter.
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CHAPTER TWELVE
THE PEARY MEMORIAL, 1932
W H E N Admiral Peary was taken with theillness that ultimately ended his life, he spentmost of the summer lying in the sunshine on
a musk ox skin, spread on the lawn of his home on
Eagle Island, Casco Bay, Maine. From there he could
see a rough stone monument on Mark Island that was a
range for the entrance to the ship channel. 'Vhen a lad
he had camped many times at the base of that monu-
ment, and I have no doubt that many of his happiest
days were spent there. At any rate, it meant something
real in his life, and he expressed the wish that a similar
edifice be set upon his grave. "Then he died it was found
that because of a law limiting the height of monuments
in the National Cemetery at Arlington, this desire could
not be fulfilled. But at Cape York, in the arctic, a spot
holding the deepest sentimental meaning for Mrs. Peary
and her children, it might be done.
I saw Mrs. Edward Stafford, who was l\Iarie Ahnig-
hito Peary, daughter of the Admiral, and known as the
Snow Baby because she was born not very far from the
North Pole, when I returned from Greenland in 1931,
and she told me that she and her mother had determined
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to carry out, as far as possible, the plans for a memorial.
There is no one whom I reverence more than Admiral
Peary, and I promptly put the j}lorrissey at her dis-
posal. She accepted the offer, and in January, 1932, we
began to raise subscriptions. This was necessary because
of the depression. Mrs. Peary had intended financing
the whole project herself, but her income had been so
curtailed that she was unable to do so. "rethought that
some of the explorer's friends might help out, but they
too had been severely pinched.
I lectured a few times, turning the proceeds over to
the monument fund, and wrote many letters asking for
assistance, but most of the letters went into waste bas-
kets, and very few were answered. But there were those
who did not fail us. Norcross had said that he wanted to
take a run into Hudson Bay and Hudson Straits, with
the possibility of an attempt to get through the Strait
of Fury and Hecla, in the summer of 1932, but when
I told him about what we wanted to do, he agreed to
postpone his plans for a year and expressed a desire to
go with us, doing some hunting while we were building
the memorial. He helped us good and plenty financially,
too, and that was a tremendous boost in ways reaching
beyond what money could do.
Then the Standard Oil Company of New York gave
us all the fuel oil, gasoline, coal oil, and lubricants we
needed. Fred Strong, in 'Yaukesha, 'Yisconsin, sent us
vegetables of various sorts. The l\lc'Yilliams shipyard
trimmed down its bill, others gave us foodstuffs and
clothing and a few contributed checks. Their names are
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engraved on the tablet set in the monument. The lime,
two tons of it, was given us, and it came well packed
and secured. That was more than could be said of the
cement, which arrived in ordinary heavy paper bags that
would leak if you looked crosswise at them. It was for-
tunate that the JJlorri88cy was tight as a jar, so that no
water could get at the cement, for it would have been bad
news to get up north and find it spoiled.
With the material for the monument, and our other
supplies, we had a big problem in stowing everything.
'Ve had to break open the cases and stow canned stuff
in lockers and every available place. 'Ve were going to
have many people aboard, including natives, and I
wasn't sure how much food to take. The regular ship's
company numbered twenty-seven, and they had their
personal gear to take aboard. The materials for the
monument, including lumber for the scaffolding, weighed
thirty tons. And to top it all, we had a collection of
animals. Before sailing from Staten Island, on June 15,
we took aboard a registered Guernsey heifer, Dilwyn
Beatrice, given us by Ruly and Mrs. Carpenter, forty
white leghorn hens, given mother by a friend in Chicago,
several dozen goldfish for the Methodist minister in
Brigus, two pigs that I got from a friend out in the
Jersey meadows, and a cat, black as the devil himself,
given Junius Bird by Peggy McKelvey.
When the cat came aboard I heard Jim Dooling mut-
tering to himself, and shooting hard glances at it. I
asked him what the trouble was, and the gist of it was
about as follows: "That God damned black cat ... no
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luck this trip . . . cats and women . . . no luck. . ..
I wish I had my bag out of the Morrisseu:" I laughed at
him, and I kept right on laughing, for no one ever had
better luck than we did on this cruise, proving the old
superstitions wrong again.
As we backed out from the dock the lI-Iorrisseymust
have looked like Noah's Ark, complete with cow,
chickens, cat, pigs, fish, bundles of hay and straw. The
mooing of Beatrice and the cackling of the hens didn't
seem to fit into an expedition off to the arctic, but much
we cared about that. Jim Dooling's reference to women
was to Mrs. Stafford, who with her two sons made the
trip with us. Mrs. Peary and her brother, Mr. Diebitsch,
saw us off, and as we steamed out into the bay I could
almost hear him saying that it would be a fortunate
thing if we ever saw Cape York. I'll admit that the
Morrissey was well down in the water, drawing thirteen
feet aft instead of the usual eleven and a half, and her
decks were piled up with gear from the knightheads to
the taffrail, but the schooner could stand it.
""Vemade the run to Brigus in fine shape, and imme-
diately proceeded to take aboard yet more gear. How-
ever, we put all of the menagerie except the cat ashore.
Beatrice had been off her feed at first, possibly due to
the motion of the vessel, but we tried her on Quaker
oats, and she went for them the way the advertisements
say people do. Soon she had worked into eating her
normal feed, which saved us money. However, she re-
mained at Brigus, and that was one worry off our minds .
Generally speaking, it has been my experience that life
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aboard the Morrisseu, human and animal, doesn't need
much coaxing for chow.
While in Brigus, Mrs. Stafford met some of the
Admiral's old friends, including Lady Bowring, wife of
Sir Edward Bowring. But the social side of our visit
was of minor importance, for we had to remove our
deckload and rearrange it. 'Ve took aboard 14,000 ad-
ditional feet of lumber for the scaffolding, and on top
of this we lashed the two whaleboats, eighty casks of
Diesel oil, fifteen or twenty barrels of water, and the
monument cap of Nirosta K2 metal, weighing 500
pounds. We also secured more iron and steel bars,
hammers, sledges, and drills, while Fred 'V. Angel, a
consulting engineer, told us not to go without a ten-
horsepower gasoline engine for use in hauling building
materials. w- saw to it that one was put aboard. It
crowned everything else, and completed our loading.
'Ve put to sea on June 29, with the covering board
amidships awash. The additional material had increased
her draught to 13 feet 9 inches astern, and 8 feet 6 inches
forward, which is about as far down as she could go
unless we rerigged her as a submarine. But she would
still foot. I had intended going up the Labrador coast,
around the Iron Bound Islands, but fog shut down on
us so we hauled offshore, passing the Domino and Ba-
teau Land about twenty miles out. The wind freshened
all the time, and we carried full sail despite our heavy
deckload. The consequence was that the lee whaleboat
had to be freed of water twice, while a lot of green seas
smashed clean over us, forcing us to batten the hatches,
[255 ]
SAILS OVER ICE
skylights, and the forward scuttle. By noon of July 4
we had logged 840 miles in one hundred and twenty
hours, an average of about seven knots. One would
have expected some water to come through the deck
because of the heavy load, but not a drop got below,
which spoke well for the workmanship that went into
the Morrissey.
By the afternoon of July 6 we were close in to the
Sukkertoopen on the Greenland coast, having sighted a
number of vessels, presumably French fishermen. The
Frenchmen have been fishing here for the past few
years. Formerly the sailing fleet left the coast of Brit-
tany in March and went to the Newfoundland Banks.
On July 8 we saw the sun for the first time since leaving
the Funk Islands, and as there was no sea we had a
regular clean up day. 'Ve had such a crowd aboard
that we were forced to rig cots in the saloon amidships,
and the going had been unpleasant for a day or so, al-
though there was no grumbling.
Jack Angel, second engineer and undergraduate in
engineering at McGill University, got his gang started
on the carpentry work, making sledges, water barrows,
and rock barrows. This took some time, and occupied
us while we were crossing Disko Fjord. An interlude
was furnished when we crossed the Arctic Circle. It was
late in the afternoon, foggy, and the damp dark clouds
hung low overhead, when a deep bass voice was heard
ordering us to stop. 'Ve did so, and Father Neptune,
bearded and with trident in hand, came over the bow,
asking for the Stafford boys, Edward and Peary. But
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they had heard of his probable arrival, and had stowed
away below, fearing that he might take them away with
him. I don't know where they got that idea. Perhaps
some one told them. At any rate, he ordered that they be
brought before him, and they were soon rounded up.
You can't hide for long on a schooner the size of the
Morrissey.
Blindfolded, they stood before .I.T eptune, and he as-
sured them that they would remain aboard, and then
continued:
"About fifty years ago a young man came into the
northern part of my domain for the first time on the
whaler Eagle. I administered to him the same ritual
that I shall presently give to you, his grandsons. And
while you cannot, as he did, be the first to reach the
northernmost tip of the world, the North Pole, you can
be the same strong men, physically and mentally and
morally, that he was. Life in my realm is often hard,
but it is always just. The weak and poorly equipped
fall, the strong and well equipped have no fear. Your
grandfather was of the latter group, and you, too, must
be of it."
Neptune then reached for a bucket full of some mix-
ture, lathered the boys with it, and shaved them with a
great blunt razor. This concluded the ceremonies and,
removing their blindfolds, shaking hands with them,
and wishing the lJlorrisscy well, he disappeared over the
bow.
Included in the Morrisseu's company were three mem-
bers of the University of Michigan expedition, headed
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by Professor Belknap, and we went to Upernivik to
get permission to land them in the district. We arrived
there on July 10, and Governor Otta, his wife and
daughter, came aboard. Little did I realize, or did they,
what the future held for them. It is usually a pretty
good thing that we cannot see beyond the veil, and here
was an instance of it, for dreadful tragedy hung over
these three. Both Mrs. Otta and her daughter were
counting the days before a boat arrived to take them
to Copenhagen, 'where the girl was to be married to her
betrothed. Everything looked promising, with great
happiness ahead, but on my return to .I. T ew York after
completing our work at Cape York, I read the follow-
ing dispatch in the newspapers:
"Copenhagen, October 22. Governor Lemboke-Otta
of Upernivik, Greenland, and his wife and 18-year-old
daughter are believed to have drowned in the sinking of
the government schooner Saelen off the Greenland
coast, the Greenland Board announced today. The
S aelen. left U pernivik, the most northern colony in
western Greenland, on September 26, and nothing has
been heard from her since. The Saelen's destination was
Holstenborg, where she was to meet the regular steamer
from Denmark."
And the north had claimed more victims. Had the
original plans prevailed and had the ship from Copen-
hagen visited U pernivik as arranged, the story would
probably have had a different ending. But the planning
was taken out of the Ottas' hands. Some one else threw
the dice, and they were loaded. You can't beat the game.
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If your number is up, it doesn't matter how impossible
it seems for circumstances to arrange themselves; it
will happen. There's no escape, whatever you do, or
don't do. Fatalism may be called the coward's escape
from reality, but it doesn't seem that way to me.
But this tragedy lay in the future, and on the present
occasion we had a delightful visit, with our guests ob-
viously delighted to see new faces. The governor asked
me if I would take two Greenlanders to the new station
farther up the coast, at Kraulshavn, near the Devil's
Thumb, and this we were glad to do, and soon after they
came over the side, and the governor and his family
left us, we got under way. 'Ve worked our way up close
to the Duck Islands, finding some loose ice, although
not nearly as much as in other years. This scarcity of ice
was a real break for us, and we made good time to
Kraulshavn, where we put ashore the Greenlanders and
Schmelling and Gardiner, of the Michigan party. Doc-
tor Belknap remained with us to supervise the engineer-
ing work on the monument, and we laid our course direct
for Cape York from the Devil's Thumb, sailing over
Melville Bay, and again encountering favorable ice
conditions. We made the run in forty-two hours, and
but for fog we could have done it in thirty. But we had
no complaint, for had we run into bad ice, we might
have equalled the record of the year before of being
hung up for more than a month. 'Ve tied up to the
glacier on the south side of the capc, and there we were,
on location.
We went ashore as soon as we could get a boat away,
[259 ]
SAILS OVER ICE
to look oyer the ground and see what was what. There
wasn't a cloud in the sky, and the sun was so warm that
water on the face of the glacier was waist deep in places.
'Ve encountered a number of crevasses getting away
from the edge, but no one fell in permanently. One or
two members of the party slipped into them, but were
yanked out again by the line binding us together. Once
on land we untied, and some of the younger fellows
went gaily ahead, determined to be at the to p long
before the old men. They laughed at the two Hiscock
brothers, Gilbert and Reuben, as they trudged slowly
along in their rubber boots. But the brothers had the
last laugh. They were master stone cutters, had lived
for years walking across Newfoundland in all seasons
and all conditions, and they knew what they were
doing. 'Vithout eyer hurrying or straining, they
got to the top first, and as fresh as roses, while the
youngsters' tongues were hanging out . I don't think
most of us will forget that climb for a long tim e, for
a month of being cooped up on the schooner had made
us soft and tender. I'll bet I lost five pounds of the fat
Billy Pritchard put on us.
But we finally made the summit, and dropped anchor.
T he stone was suitable for our use, and there was plenty
of water. But there was no sand for the cement , and
we would have to go out and find some. We decided
definitely on the site for the monument, and t he next
thing to do was to obtain dogs and Eskimos to help
with the work. On returning to the schooner I learned
from Junius Bird that there were only a few women and
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children and thirty-five dogs at the Eskimo village on
the Cape, so I hove up anchor and steamed up to Thule
to find out from Hans Neilson, the governor, where the
Eskimos were and how many he was using, as this was
the Polar year and the scientists were using the natives
to build their stations. Fog closed down on us, and our
three compasses each had a different idea as to where the
north was, all of them wrong, due to the influence of the
ore deposits in the Crimson Cliffs, but despite this we
made Thule all shipshape and through Hans Brunn
explained to Neilson what we wanted after he had come
out in the usual white clinker built launch, with the flag
of Denmark waving over him as he sat in the stern.
The governor and I were old friends-he and Netta,
his wife, had come south with me on one of my previous
trips-but he spoke no English and my Danish was no
good, and Hans Brunn saved the situation. Through
the interpreter I got the information I wanted, but we
did not leave right away, as some work had to be done
on the engine, and I told Len Gushue to go ahead with
it, for we would be lying in an open roadstead while the
monument was being built, and we might have to pull
out at a moment's notice if the glacier calved, or if the
wind changed and brought the ice in. This gave us time
to lunch with the governor and Netta. Their house was
spotless, and the white linen, the fine old Danish crock-
ery, and the beautiful service and arrangements would
have done credit to the palace of the king at Copen-
hagen. Netta did herself proud, and I wish that Dan
Streeter could have been there. Dan ever loved the
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good things of life, and he would have been in his
element.
One Eskimo, Inughito, was at Thule, and him we took
aboard, as head of the native group. He told me that
Ootah, one of Peary's own men, with several other fam-
ilies, was at Salvo Island, so I steamed as close to that
point as the ice would permit. The Eskimos came out
with their dog teams to greet us, and they were all there
as we made a berth in the ice. A gale was blowing on
shore, driving bergs down onto the weather edge of the
ice, and we had to look alive. I recognized Ootah among
the visitors, and after a look around to see that no bergs
were within threatening distance, I ran to the rail to
clasp his hand and welcome him to the Morrissey. When
a man has risked his life with you, it means a lot to
see him after a number of years, and I was very
much moved by seeing this faithful follower of Peary
again.
I don't know how long it took him to tie up his dogs
and come aboard. Perhaps about ten minutes, and when
he did come topside I walked across to the weather rail
with him. I was so glad to see him that for a minute I
didn't look out to windward, but when I did I saw
something that froze me to the deck. A big berg was
sailing squarely in to where we were, and the chances
were good that when it struck the ice it would crush the
sheet and us along with it. I sang out to let go all lines,
yelled for power, and ordered full speed astern. Too
late ... the berg was coming too fast, and escape was
cut off. So we hooked her up ahead, trying to get as
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far into the ice as possible. Then the berg struck the
sheet, and rolled, crushing the ice. Before we could
swing the main boom clear it was caught by the berg.
It bent like a sapling in a hurricane, until the pressure
was too great. Then it snapped six feet from the end.
Our dory was hung in the stern davits, and I thought
we were going to lose that too, so we let go the tackles
and she went down all running, the Eskimos grabbing
her as she hit the ice and hustling her clear.
In the meantime I ordered dynamite to blow off the
lee corner of the ice, and also had all hands on the job
with pokers and prizes to push the berg into open
water, It looked hopeless, and yet the berg began to
swing slowly away, as though it felt it had done enough.
lVe backed the Morrisses] until the broken end of the
boom met the ice firmly, and helped the men. 'Ve
worked up to full speed astern, and finally got that big
mass of ice on the run, and then, when we could get out,
worked clear ourselves. 'Ve were lucky, for that was too
close for comfort, and believe me, sir, I wasn't long in
getting out of that berth into one less exposed.
Then the Eskimos came aboard and I explained what
we wanted. They were all for it, and they left in a
hurry to get the rest of their crowd, their dogs and be-
longings. It was all done very quickly. Two and a half
hours after Ootah first came aboard we left with more
than a hundred dogs, eleven sledges, and twenty-five
Eskimo men, women, and children, including a baby
that was being born when we hove in sight. To make
room for the dogs, we swung one of our boats out in the
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davits and built a pound where it had been. It was a
very small pound, and the uproar was terrific, as all the
dogs, as usual, wanted to fight, and were telling the
world all about how tough they were. Jim Dooling
again came to the fore, and this time I heard him prayer-
fully remarking, "From dogs and guns, and women's
tongues, 0 Lord deliver me."
\Vith all this cargo aboard, we arrived back at the
cape on a Sunday afternoon, and anchored about a
hundred yards from the glacier, in about seven fathoms
of water. 'Ve saw that several families of Eskimos from
the Cape York village had set up their tupiks and were
awaiting our arrival. The wind was blowing cold from
the east, with sleet, and as we had strenuous times ahead
of us, I ordered all hands to turn in and get some rest.
The Eskimos were bedded down in the hold on top of
the concrete. Consequently everyone was fresh and
ready to go on the morning of July 18, a wonderfully
clear day.
We got the 'two whaleboats over, lashing them to-
gether with scantling as a foundation, and sent the first
load ashore. It consisted of the gear of Doctor Belknap,
'VeIls, and Carswell, master masons, George Bartlett,
carpenter, Paddy J ames, helper, and the Hiscock
brothers, master stone cutters. The float made the shore
all shipshape, and the sledges were loaded and off OIl
the five-mile climb to the top, where headquarters were
to be established. The remainder of the day was spent in
settling the crowd there as comfortably as possible.
Clothing, sleeping bags and blankets, tents, cooking
[264 ]
THE PEA R Y IJIE ill 0 R I A L, 1932
utensils, a stove, fuel, food were all taken up, and in
addition Ed 'Veyer went up pulling a small sledge
loaded with his cameras, so that he could make pictures
of the whole thing from the beginning.
Then we started in on the materials for the monu-
ment. The cement and lime came out of the hold in
perfect condition, and by !) P •• r. were on shore. This
ended our working day, and when Ootah came aboard
with a note from Doctor Bell-nap that everything on
shore was under control, I was mighty pleased, and gave
the Eskimo women biscuits, coffee, tobacco, cigarets, tea,
sugar, and chocolates, and then, making the radio opera-
tor night watchman, ordered all hands to turn in. It
came on to rain early the I. ext day. I had told the
crowd on the mountain to make themselves as com-
fortable as possible, but only the Hiscock brothers, their
experience valuable to them, as experience always is, did
a good job. 'Yhen they set up their tents they put board
floors under them, high enough to let the water pass
under. The others regarded this as unnecessary, and as
the result were uncomfortable for days thereafter. At
an elevation of 1500 feet one gets a lot of fog, mist, and
rain, especially at Cape York, with so much water
around and cold air from the ice cap aiding the precipi-
tation.
But the sledges continued going up the mountain,
and I sent the whaleboats after sand. They found a
good place, but every bit of it had to be screened, shov-
elled into bags, brought to the water's edge, loaded into
the boats, which were still lashed together, ferried three
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miles to the foot of the glacier, unloaded and carried to
the edge of the ice, where it was put on the sledges and
hauled up the mountain, to be dumped fifty yards from
the site of the monument. This was done in a heavy rain
that lasted all day, making things bad for the Eskimos,
who had no oilskins or rubber boots, and it was pretty
damp, too, for the crowd at the top under cam-as. Belk-
nap and Carswell came down in the evening to complain
of leaky tents, so I sent up all the spare cam-as I had,
including the foresail. One big tent was rigged up, with
walls of cement bags protected by boat covers and spare
sails. Three oil stoves were brought ashore for the Es-
kimos, and two more were sent up the mountain, to dry
things out a bit.
I could see that with the rain continually soaking the
Eskimos' gear, and with the steep start of 500 feet or so,
the crowd would soon be played out, so I decided to use
the engine intended for hoisting purposes at the foot of
the monument, to get the sledges up the steep haul. It
was accordingly taken ashore, and we were confronted
with the problem of getting it up the mountain. Len
and Junius thought it over, and concluded that the thing
to do was to make the engine hoist itself. So they put
it on a sledge, fastened a two-inch Colombian manila
line to the nigger-head of the engine, ran it through a
block fastened to rocks at the top of the sharp incline,
and led it back to the engine. Then the drum was started
turning, and it was wonderful to see that power plant
pull itself up the grade. The leads would not come fair
because there were two bends in the path and this neces-
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sitated the use of snatch blocks, which worked out suc-
cessfully.
Once installed, the engine did its work beautifully,
taking loads of nearly three-quarters of a ton up in fine
shape. It was great to see how pleased the Eskimos
were at not haying to climb that steep grade any more.
They all had coughs, and undue exertion would bring on
spells that were pitiful to behold. From this time on
they were able to make three round trips a day with
fairly good loads on the sledges. They could ride up and
still keep the men busy at the top. This was useful
when the sand was being taken up, for in all 1140 bags
were required.
The illorrissey was having troubles of her own at this
time, as drift ice coming out of the fjord on the south
side of Cape York kept filling up the bight in which we
lay, and this was a big bother in getting sand to the
landing. To make it worse the aftermath of the strong
southerly wind was a tremendous swell that rolled in
through the loose rubble of ice. The bottoms and sides
of the whaleboats caught plenty of hell, for those chunks
of ice were about as soft as paying blocks. But they
were good boats, and they could take it, so work went on
most of the time, except when the surf was too bad for
them to land.
Norcross had been off hunting, and he came back
aboard with a fine lot of birds and a seal or two for the
mess. He brought sunshine with him, and we took full
advantage of it. The constant rain and consequent
crumbling of the side of the hill had destroyed the lower
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tip of the glacier, and we were forced to lug all materials
a hundred yards before they could be loaded on the
sledges. So we moved everything possible to the first
landing and made a pile of lumber, sand, lime, and
cement there. It was an all-day job, but it meant a
lot of future trouble avoided, and it was well worth
while.
Early in the morning of July 25, Hans Neilson came
alongside in his motor boat, with a badly cut thumb
that needed attention. Our surgeon, Robert Dove, at-
tended to this in quick time, and the governor then went
ashore with me. I think he was surprised to see how
well we had things organized. The set-up of the engine
amused him, and he laughed heartily when he saw it
pulling a sledge up the grade with nearly a ton of cement
on it. I was glad, too, that he could see how we were
handling the Eskimos, for it pleased him and he readily
gave his permission to pick up a few more at Thule to
help get walrus to replenish our meat supply.
'York on the monument was well enough in hand so
that I could leave it, with Doctor Belknap and Inughito
proving ideal heads, and I took the "illorrisscy to Thule
again. 'Ve had thick fog all the way, but felt our way
along to our destination, remaining just long enough to
drop the governor and to pick up a few hunters. 'Ve
kept the fog with us to the eastern end of Saunders
Island, but once in clear weather we hooked her up and
the next morning were steaming into 'Vhale Sound.
There wasn't a ripple on the water, nor was any ice to
be seen until we neared the end of Herbert Island.
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Then we began to see the bergs between it and the
Karnah shore.
'Ve also sighted a small herd of walrus, and the
kayaks were dropped overside. These Eskimos were
keen, and in a short time the fellow nearest us har-
pooned one of the animals. 'Ve ran over, shot it, and
took it aboard. By this time another was harpooned, a
fine big bull, and we got him too. But this was too slow
work, so we took the kayaks aboard and steamed over
toward the Prudhue Land shore, coming across several
herds on the ice. 'Ve stopped the schooner and waited
for the sun to make them sleepy enough so that we could
get within harpooning distance, and then put over the
whaleboats, Norcross commanding one and I the other.
In my boat were Mrs. Stafford and the two boys, the
elder of whom had a 44.40 and did well with it. I had a
.401 and did badly, shooting only three on the pan,
when I should have had ten before they all got off.
Norcross with his heavy rifle killed fifteen on one pan.
In all we accounted for thirty-one, and hoisted them
aboard. I have never seen walrus so numerous and so
quiet. They were badly sunburned, too, which is what
happens to the old harp seals when they crawl out on the
ice and cannot get back to the water again, due to the
ice being rafted up in a gale of wind. In the Gulf of
Saint Lawrence I have heard seals actually yell when
driven into the water, and I noticed that these walrus
tried to climb out on the pans as soon as the salt water
touched their hides.
'Vith the walrus loaded we went back to Thule, where
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I landed our five hunters and seven walrus as payment
for their work, and then we were off again for Cape
York, arriving early on July 29. W"e had brought back
twenty-six walrus, averaging about 1600 pounds each,
and every bit of the meat could be used. As soon as our
anchor struck bottom we started the work of landing
this addition to our larder, and before the last one had
gone over the side the mate had his men cleaning up the
deck and paintwork. He hated to see a mess on board,
and he wanted to have the ~Iol'rissey looking like a yacht
all the time.
Belknap reported that they had had good weather
all the time we were gone, and the monument was up
eight feet. While we were away the glacier tongue had
been almost totally destroyed, so it was lucky for us
that we had moved everything up above the bad place.
I had the Eskimos carry the fresh meat well back from the
high water mark, as pieces of ice breaking off the glacier
made small tidal waves and I had no desire to see our
supplies washed out to sea. 'Vhile work was going for-
ward I spent most of my time on the beach, for here I
was right in touch with everything, and I could handle
things much better.
The "ftlorl'isscy was getting tossed around pretty
badly by the swell, which was rolled in by the stiff
southeast breeze, but the wind died during the night.
The swell remained, however, and the surf was too high
for the whaleboats to land, and they were tied up astern.
I did get all hands ashore, however, to help out with the
work, some assisting the Eskimos in cutting up and
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moving the meat, and others screening and bagging
sand. Junius went to the Cape to start his archreological
work on the oldest ruins there, doing this for the Heye
Foundation.
I had only one real worry, and that was the calving
of the glacier. This could be a serious matter if things
broke wrong. I remember what happened on August 10.
The Eskimo men with the sledges had gone up with the
last load of the day. It was a clear, calm, bright after-
noon, with the sun burning down on the face of the
glacier. All the Eskimo women were busy drying out
skins and sleeping robes. The air was full of millions of
little auks winging back and forth, bringing food to
their young, and above the whir of the wings you could
hear the high, piping notes of the hungry ones, a noise
ceasing only when the attentive parent shoved a nice
juicy shrimp down the eager little throat. The sky was
cloudless and the 1Jlorrisscy lay like a black swan on the
limpid water. I was on shore and the crew were lounging
on the deck when we heard a sharp sound like a pistol
shot from the direction of the glacier. It drew some of
the Eskimo women out of their tupiks, but for five min-
utes nothing happened.
Then, as we watched, a small piece of ice fell from the
glacier, to splash in the water, and as it hit, the entire
face of the ice crashed down with a rush and a roar.
\Vhen it came to the surface again that solid wall of ice
was in a million pieces. A great wall of water was forced
up, the surf receding from the shore. It broadened out
as it approached, and it looked almost as though it was
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going to dry up where the fllorrissey was anchored.
The women were diving into their tupiks for things they
valued as much as their lives, and then running up the
hill toward me, bringing with them a sick Eskimo, who
turned out all standing, minus his pants. The wave was
on its way in now, and it was a dandy. It broke on the
beach, rolling the meat over and over, uprooting the
tents, and soaking everything.
N at much was lost, as the boulders on the beach
caught the stuff being swept out by the backwash, but
the water put out all fires, overturned the cooking,
flooded the tents, and in general made a terrible mess.
'Vhen it was all over, and the water had receded, the
young women just stood helpless, but the two old women
in the party soon led the way down and were picking
things up and getting fires started. These two were the
old stand-bys who knew the ropes, and were always on
the job when they were needed. Yes, sir, the strength
and enthusiasm of young people are great things, but
there are times when the steadiness and experience of
older heads save the day.
Daily our troubles in landing sand and supplies at
the beach were increasing. Sometimes we had to tie up
the boats at the stern and wait for more favorable con-
ditions. At other times we had to hold them just out-
side the surf line and throw the supplies overboard, to
be pulled ashore. 'Ve lost a lot of stuff doing this. The
ice from Melville Bay increased our difficulties, and we
were also bothered greatly by snow, rain, and fog. I went
up to the summit one day, and ran into the thickest fog
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I have ever seen. At the heaving off place you would
never have guessed that there was a human being within
11 thousand miles. Even sound was muffled. And yet,
150 feet away was the monument, with all the crowd
working. It was cold, too, and everything was covered
with frost. This included the men's beards, and gave the
youngest of them an appearance far beyond their ordi-
nary life expectancy.
On August 15, Norcross, Robert Dove, and Joe
Cowley came back from another hunting trip, and to
judge from their stories, they had had a hot time. Their
luck had been poor in hunting, collecting, and taking
pictures. One of their aims was to get near enough to
the bird loomeries to photograph them, but the surf was
so high that they could not get within range. High
winds with rain and snow had plagued them, too, but
they were emphatic in saying that they wouldn't trade
their experiences for anything. As I write this, word
comes to me that Joe Cowley has slipped his cable. He
was one of my best men, and I am going to miss him
when I take the lJ10rrissey north in the future. His
place can be taken, but never filled.
The monument was now up forty-one feet, and on
August 16 we drew wonderful working conditions for a
change. The last of the material had come up from the
shore, and I watched the final steps toward the com-
pletion of the memorial. 'Vords cannot express the
depth of my feelings as I saw the two big marble P's,
one on the northeast and the other on the northwest face,
transmuted from lines on a working drawing into actual
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fact. One corner of the monument pointed due north,
to the Pole that Peary discovered, and the structure
already looked impressive. It looked more so the next
day, when it was finished, with the metal cap set in place
and the scaffolding down. 'Ve were a happy crowd, for
we had done our job for a man we loved, and we had
done it in a month. The sledges brought down 1200
feet of lumber while our crowd were busy getting their
gear into the whaleboats and aboard the ]Jlorrissey.
This was finished up Thursday night, and Friday
dawned clear and warm. But Mrs. Stafford did not
think that Mrs. Peary would want the monument dedi-
cated on a Friday, so we postponed that event until the
next day, using the time cleaning things up on board
and ashore. Norcross and Ed 'Veyer made pictures of
the monument for those who had contributed, and with-
out whose help we could never have put it over. In the
late afternoon the whaleboats went off for fresh water,
and took the two Eskimos who lived at the Danish
station to their homes. Before they went I gave them
food, blankets, and kerosene oil in payment for their
work.
Saturday, selected for the dedication because of that
old sea superstition that Friday is unlucky, a belief so
strong that for years no vessel would sail on that day,
proved to be impossible, with snow and high wind, but
Sunday was perfect for our purposes. Early in the
morning I went ashore with Harold Batten and Ed
Weyer, taking the flags for the ceremony along with all
of Ed's camera equipment. Ti JC rest of the crowd came
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at 10 :30 A.M., and when they arrived everything was
ready. The American flag was in the centre, flanked by
the English and Danish ensigns, out of deference to the
crew in the former case, and because we were on Danish
soil in the latter. There were also the flags of the Delta
Kappa Epsilon fraternity, the Explorers' Club, Bow-
doin, the Society of 'Vomen Geographers, Kean Ma-
sonic Lodge 254, and the Peary Arctic Club. The Ad-
miral's own private signal covered the tablet.
At the base of the monument were grouped Mrs.
Stafford, her two boys, Doctor Belknap, Ootah, and my-
self. Mrs. Stafford spoke first, telling why the monu-
ment had been built here, in much the same words as I
used at the beginning of this chapter. Then she thanked
my men and the Eskimos for their work and achieve-
ment. I spoke next, and expressed my gratification at
the part Newfoundlanders had played in the actual
building of the memorial, because Peary had always
gone to Newfoundland for his men. I told Ootah that
we were handing the monument over to the care of his
people, and appointed him to see to it that they knew
the whole story of how and why the edifice was built,
and to make sure that the tale was passed on from gen-
eration to generation.
When I had finished, Mrs. Stafford unveiled the tab-
let, and we made pictures of the construction gang and
the Eskimos at the base. The latter were all dressed up
in their best furs, and the whole thing made a great
tableau. Our work was ended, and we made our way
back to the schooner. I thanked God that I had been
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able to help give the world a definite memorial to a man
I had loved and served.
A heavy sea was running as we returned to the Mor-
rissey, but the sole casualty was a crushed finger suf-
fered by one of the Eskimo children. He never let out
one whimper, then, or while it was being dressed. As
soon as the boat in charge of Joe Cowley and the mate,
which I had sent to Junius' camp with supplies, re-
turned, we hove up anchor and started off to hunt walrus
and to visit several villages farther north. Mrs. Stafford
had made several trips up there with her parents while
a child, and wanted to see them again. Ootah, Inughito,
Kesuk, Poodloona, and Nipsangwah were our hunters,
and they were all good men.
On August 23 we have up off Kangardlooksoah and
sent the whaleboat ashore. It returned with all the na-
tives who could pile in, and the rest came out in kayaks
for coffee and biscuits. They were a fine crowd, and it
was like old times to see the care they took of the chil-
drens' clothes, which were of fur, trimmed with white
fox. The little caps had the fox ears left on, and gave
the kids an impish appearance that was very amusing to
see. Our next stop was Falcon Harbor in Bowdoin Bay,
where Peary had built Anniversary Lodge in 1893, and
where, on September 12 of that year, Marie Ahnighito
Peary Stafford was born. It was a great thrill for her
to return to her birthplace and show it to her sons. They
went ashore and picked up some interesting souvenirs.
We then sailed past what Peary had called "the sculp-
tured cliffs of Karnah." "They are interrupted," he
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wrote, "by a single glacier in a distance of eight miles,
and are carved by the resistless arctic elements into tur-
rets, bastions, huge ampitheatres, and colossal statues of
men and animals." lVe anchored at Karnah, and Ootah's
mother came aboard with her grandson, a handsome
Eskimo, taller than the average, his new kamiks, clean
new nanookees and his cloth parka testifying to his
prowess as a hunter. Ootah proudly presented his son to
me. He was the only one left out of five, the others hav-
ing been killed in the hunt.
We also visited Peary's quarters, Redcliffe House,
on the point of McCormack Bay, where he wintered
with Mrs. Peary in 1892. There was hardly a trace of
the old place left forty years later. Then we steamed
over to Igoodiowny, but found the natives sick there,
with five deaths already, and we did not land. When
Mrs. Stafford was in the arctic as a child her playmate
was Kudlookto, and she had been looking forward to
seeing him again, but he died the morning the "HIorrissey
put in at Tgoodiowny. She had heard he was there, and
news of his death was a shock to her. Poor old Ootah
felt it very keenly, too, as it meant that another link
with the old Peary days was gone.
After this disappointment we cruised around a little
more, but bad weather forced us to abandon the walrus
hunt, and we bore up for Thule, where Hans Neilson
entertained us again, and royally, too. Inughito left us
here, and I was sorry to see him go, for he had been of
tremendous assistance to me. 'Vithout his guiding hand
over the Eskimos, I don't know what we would have
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done. I gave him a lot of stuff for his work, and then
we returned to Cape York, where Junius came off and
we paid the Eskimos still on board. 'Ye didn't worry
about the price and there was no haggling. 'Ve just
divided all our spare supplies up, and this is the sort of
thing they received: lumber, tools, sledges, oil barrels,
rifles, ammunition, foodstuffs, milk, sugar, cornbeef,
cocoa, tea, coffee, chocolate, biscuits, candy, cheese, cig-
arets, tobacco, and blankets. All along we had given
them presents, beads for their women, tools such as files
and drills, and now we did not stint them anything they
wanted. All of them had been wonderful in their work,
and they made the monument possible.
With this all settled, we took the last of our Eskimos
to Kerkotak, the ones who came aboard when our main
boom got smashed up by that wandering berg. They had
left their homes in a hurry, leaving their dogs to fetch
for themselves, and what the animals had done to the
skin summer tupiks was a shame. There was one amus-
ing incident in connection with this, too. Eskimos keep
their meat in caches of rocks built in a circle with a base
diameter of about seven feet each, and piled conically to
a height of seven or eight feet. This protects the food
from the dogs. In some way a puppy had found his way
into one of these examples of a canine paradise. Perhaps
he was thrown up there by an Eskimo to get a square
meal, and had been forgotten in the excitement of leav-
ing. Whatever the cause, there he was, and when the
Eskimos returned he had eaten his way practically to
the bottom of the cache. He was so fat he could not
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walk, and I can't even guess how much meat he had
consumed.
Anyway, we got a good laugh out of it before saying
good-bye, and stea.ning across Melville Bay, getting our
last glimpse of the monument, with the late gleams of
the sun reflected on its metal cap. Our first port of call
was Kraulshavn, where we dropped Professor Belknap
at the Michigan camp. Schmelling and Gardiner looked
fit after their summer, although they reported that this
was a terrible place for wind, which went as high as
seventy-six miles an hour and usually blew about forty.
We gave the party two loads of lumber and two full
boxes of dynamite with detonators for sounding the in-
land ice, wished them luck, and steamed on. Soon they
were lost to sight behind a bend in the fjord. Their
plans were to make meteorological and geological ob-
servations, and they hoped to cross the Greenland ice
cap the following spring.
Hans Brunn left us at Codhaven, where we visited
Doctor Porsild, head of the Danish Arctic Station there.
I said good-bye to Hans, and it was the last time I ever
saw him. Since we had first met in the spring of 1930
I had come to like him more and more, and it was a great
shock to read of his death after a short illness some time
after returning home. Hans had inherited a great for-
tune, lost it, and dropped out of sight while still a young
man. In that period he came into contact with Knud
Rasmussen, and he was next heard from in the arctic.
After a number of years in Greenland he went back to
Denmark and bought a small farm. He was demon-
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strating that he could work his way up again when he
was taken fatally ill. But that too lay in the future.
Although I have made no mention of it in this chapter,
we never gave up our habit of dropping drift bottles
overboard, and on the way back to Brigus we threw one
in at latitude 48" 35' North, longitude 52" 50' 'Vest. It
was recovered near Solvaer, Norway, on January 13,
1934, at latitude 6" 35' North, longitude 12" 12' East,
after a drift of more than 2800 miles. The ~forrisseu
stopped briefly at Brigus, dropped off Mrs. Stafford,
her two boys, and Louis F'rizzel at Eagle Island, Maine,
and came down to City Island, whence we steamed to
the l\IdVilliams yard. Our job was done, and so was
the Peary Memorial Expedition of 1932.
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THE STRAIT OF FURY AND HECLA, 1933
I N the early part of the nineteenth century-(I quotefrom an article written by Arthur D. Norcross forThe New York Tirnes)-England sent many ex-
peditions into Arctic America to search for the N orth-
west Passage, then thought to be the key to Far Eastern
trade. These expeditions carried with them such famous
explorers as Ross, Franklin, and Parry. After Parry's
first voyage, 1819-20, in which he penetrated nearly
30 degrees of longitude beyond the point reached by
any former navigator, discovering many new lands, isl-
ands and bays, no hesitation was felt about sending out
another expedition.
"Parry commanded this new expedition and sailed
aboard the Fury. 'At daylight of the 8th of May, 1821,'
reads the journal of Captain Lyon, second in command
aboard the Hecla, 'His Majesty's ships Fury and Hecla,
accompanied by the Nautilus, transport, carrying stores,
weighed and stood out from the Little N ore.' The ex-
pedition selected the most treacherous region for the
effort to discover the Northwest Passage. The course
led through Hudson Strait, Frozen Strait, and Foxe
Basin. These areas presented tremendous ice hazards,
and still do today, being practically closed to navigation
eleven months out of twelve.
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"Only by studying the task of the Fury and Hecla
can one estimate justly the obstacles encountered and
the difficulties overcome by their successful passage
through Frozen Strait to Repulse Bay and back again
into Foxe Basin. The navigation of Parry and Lyon
was superb. Their skill and courage took them by sail
alone even further than vessels equipped with steam en-
gines or Diesel motors can go today. Moreover, they
made accurate charts of their discoveries, and the im-
portant question of food was worked out in such a prac-
tical manner that they were able to prevent an outbreak
of scurvy-always the menace of polar explorers.
"The Foxe Basin region is not very far north. In
fact, Frozen Strait is slightly below the Arctic Circle.
Nevertheless, because of tremendous tides and heavy
pack ice which is never carried away by wind or current,
this area is more difficult than the Lancaster Sound
route, further north, where Parry had previously nearly
completed the Northwest Passage. In its first summer
the Fury and Hecla expedition withstood many hard-
ships. Morale was exceedingly high. The men wintered
at Winter Island on the southeast coast of Melville Pen-
insula directly under the shadow of the Arctic Circle.
"On one of Captain Lyon's winter land journeys
James Pringle, a seaman of the Hecla, fell desperately
ill in the snow and was sledged back to the ship. Hav-
ing apparently overcome his sickness he went aloft the
next day to work in the rigging, and fell to his death.
He was buried on Winter Island and in the spring a
slab of limestone was placed on his grave.
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"Before leaving their winter quarters for further ex-
ploration the men painted the names of the Fury and
Hecla on the cliffs at South East Hill, now called Cape
Fisher. Sailing northward, still under extremely diffi-
cult ice conditions, the expedition discovered Barrow
River and soon afterward came to a narrow strait lead-
ing westward. There the entire summer was spent in an
endeavor to pass through. Every effort met with failure,
and the expedition wintered this time at Igloolik, at the
entrance. The vessels returned to England the follow-
ing summer.
"The narrow strait is now called Fury and Hecla
Strait, and it still remains to be navigated; no one has
ever passed through it with a vessel. Its name is an
everlasting tribute to the courage and ability of the
English explorers."
As I have said, it was my intention in 1932 to take
the lJforrisseu into the waters in which Parry and Lyon
had sailed with their staunch vessels. Norcross had
wanted to go before, and now he co-operated generously
to make the trip possible. In 1927 I had taken the
Morrissey to the southern and eastern parts of Foxe
Basin and almost to the strait, but had done no collect-
ing in the northern part. The National Museum wanted
some specimens, and in addition we were to do work for
the American Museum of Natural History, the Museum
of the American Indian, Heye Foundation, the Ameri-
can Geographical Society, and the Navy Department
at Washington.
It has been my privilege for ten years past to work in
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co-operation with the Smithsonian Institute in further-
ing scientific studies of the forms of animal and plant
life in arctic lands and waters, and their zoogeographic
distribution. Rich collections have been made of marine
life, largely invertebrate, comprising decapod crusta-
ceans, amphipods, isopods, barnacles, copepods, alcyo-
narians, worms, foraminifera, other bottom organisms
and deposits, mollusks; also fish, birds, and small mam-
mals. Algre and terrestrial groups have been collected,
and also insects. I hope to continue this work for a long
time, for it means much to me.
Before we left, Doctor 'Valdo L. Schmitt, curator of
marine invertebrates of the United States N ational Mu-
seum saw to it that the collecting equipment was in
proper shape. He has for years been my inspiration in
this work, and under his guidance and his enthusiasm I
am becoming more and more interested and enlightened
in the work and care of the collection. Noone knows but
myself the great thrill I get when the dredge comes up,
and its contents are spread out on deck, or on the floe
ice. 'Vho can tell what valuable additions may be found
in it, what priceless specimens? That is the fascination
of it, and it grips you.
When we left N ew York, early in June, we hadn't
made up our minds whether we would go to northwest
Greenland and then cross the north water to Ellesmere
Land and coast down to Lancaster Sound and run
through Prince Regent Sound, tackling the Strait of
Fury and Hecla from the north, or follow the same road
the Fury and Hecla themselves took. But anyway, we
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were off for Brigus, carrying a lovely little Jersey cow
given me by Mrs. Sarre, genial hostess of Yama Farms,
new spars from Seattle shipped east by Captain Roger
Williams, and, thanks to Mr. Davis, president of the
road, put in place by the crane in the Lackawanna yards
at Hoboken, a disc harrow from Tommy Robert's Con-
necticut farm, some chickens I had bought, and two
more pigs from my friend of the Jersey meadows.
After a fine trip we tied up at Brigus, and I found
that some one in London had discovered, after all these
years, that the Morrisseu, of Canadian registry, was
owned by an American. Prior to this time neither the
customs officials in N ew York nor the British consulate
had bothered me, but now it had to be seen to. The
schooner had originally been American, so I went to the
American consul at Saint John's and he telegraphed to
'Vashington to see what could be done. I had a definite
feeling that trouble lay ahead, but much to my surprise
word came through in a few hours that everything was
all right, and that the registry could be changed. It was
a lot of work to have her resurveyed, but this was done,
too. I was a little superstitious about the change from
Brigus to N ew York as home port, but this proved to
be groundless. We needed plenty of luck to bring the
Morrissey back from that 1933 cruise.
Norcross and a friend named Dillon joined us at
Brigus, and we got under way just after midnight on
July 4, about two feet lighter in the water than we had
been the year before when we hove up anchor. We had
fog in the Straits of Belle Isle, fog as dense and black
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as the smudge of a prairie fire. But this burned off, and
we got wind squalls in its place. One put us down al-
most on our beam ends, and the jib sheet let go. 'Ve put
her before the wind and doused the sail, which was badly
torn up. And when this was all straightened out a leak
developed in the new sleeve of the propeller shaft. It
gave us great concern at first, but as the voyage went on
we saw that it didn't get any worse. At least, it didn't
until near the end of the cruise.
"Te kept on working north, and met the ice and fog
as we hauled in for Indian Harbor. Our first narrow
escape of the trip came here. I had anchored in Split
Knife, but fearing the wind might veer to the northeast
I hove up and steamed out through the Cockade Tickle.
The wind was freshening fast, so I kept going north
until I could see that the bight of open water in which
we were sailing was closing up. It was up to us to crack
on full speed and try to get out of there before we were
locked in, and we snored along to the eastward with
everything we had. It was a close thing, and we had
just cleared when the ice struck the land between the
Bears and the Cutthroat shore.
Once in the loose ice we steamed squarely off the land,
finally reached the outer edge and stood on a compass
course of north by east, with Bulldog Island abeam six
miles off. 'Ve had fog, ice, a big swell, and little clear
weather all the way to Hopedale, where I took Tom
Winter aboard. He is one of the old stand-bys, and
while I know the runs fairly well, I always feel more
comfortable when old Tom is aboard as pilot. Knowing
[286 ]
FURY AND HECLA, 1933
the inside passage enables one to manoeuvre a vessel
through the narrow lanes and thoroughfares with ease,
safety, and comfort. It is the same road that Doctor
Grenfell travels in his mercy ship Stratchona.
I have mentioned it before, but I want to repeat here,
as it cannot be too often repeated, that Labrador can
never hope to repay the debt it owes this great man. The
work he has done there will endure long after he is gone,
and the debt owed him will grow with compound inter-
est as the years pass.
'Ve were at Hopedale long enough to spend a pleas-
ant hour or so with my friend Doctor Perrett, the Mora-
vian missionary there, and his wife, and then we were
off to the Farmyard Islands and Saddle Island, off
Mugford. I was surprised to see very few birds and
seals. The ice, however, was waiting for us, and we met
it between the Saddle Islands and the .J..T anuktuks, ITear
the 'Vhite Handkerchief we encountered walrus, and
photograplied them to our hearts' content. They were
without exception the quietest walrus I have ever seen,
more so than those of 1932.
And by July 26 we had managed to get the "ftlorrissey
into another dangerous position. Strong currents hurled
the ice in all directions, and the weird noises of the mov-
ing blocks made the night hideous. There was more to
it than the noise, for our little schooner was in a bad
spot. 'Ve worked all night to keep her from being stove
in; all night, during which she was rolled around like a
ball on a billard table. Sharp corners of the floes tore
at our rudder post and propeller. Others crashed against
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the sheathing of our hull, and again I thanked God for
that staunch greenheart. At 3 A.::\I. we ran into an open
lead, and thought we were all right, but it quickly closed
up, and we were caught again. Then, when we were
beginning to doubt whether the 1llorrissey could stand
the gaff, it opened up. And all the time we had wind
and dense fog, and our compass was behaving badly.
What saved us was the fact that the fog lifted on July 27
so that we could see the old, heavy, dirty ice from Foxe
Basin, and we ran over to Southampton Island to avoid
it. This move proved sound, and we had no more trouble
running to Coral Harbor.
The Hudson Bay Company's launch came off and
Sam Ford, the local agent, Robert Renny, his assistant,
and Father Massie, the Catholic priest there, break-
fasted with us. Junius Bird, Bob Moe, and Jack Angel,
with several natives, left for Bear Island to do some
archeeological work and some surveying, while N orcross
went hunting. 'Vhile they were gone I sent the dory
ashore to fill the water barrels and after several trips
our tanks were filled. 'Ve also filled our fuel tanks,
transferring from the deck supply. Junius and his crowd
were away for more than six hours, and .I. Torcross didn't
come back until early the next day. The birds he was
after proved to be far away, and scarce at that.
On Sunday we pulled into Bear Island, seeing the
natives there in their best clothes, singing hymns. 'Ve
did not stop long, but proceeded to N eakuktoktuyok,
the Place of Skulls. Harry Gibbons, one of the Hudson
Bay Company employees, told us the story of this place.
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There was a village there, inhabited by members of two
tribes, the Iuvuliks and the Baffin Islanders. One day
a bear appeared near the village, and all the hunters
went after it. After it was killed a quarrel arose as to
the ownership of the carcass. They fought it out to the
death, and when it seemed as though all would be killed
outright or fatally wounded, one of them sent his young
boy to the village to warn his mother to flee. The youth
obeyed, and when he had gotten her safely away told
the other women what had happened. They took up the
fight and everyone of them was killed, leaving the
mother and her son as the only survivors. None of the
Eskimos can remember how long ago this happened, and
they always shun the place, but eight human skulls on
the ground testify to the story's truth.
Junius did some digging here, while the Norcross
party made pictures, I did some dredging from the
whaleboat, while Robert Dove remained aboard to skin
some of the birds collected earlier in the day. We hove
up anchor early the next day and steamed toward Cape
Kendall. Our plankton net was kept busy and it brought
up many interesting specimens before we landed again
at Manico Point. This time Norcross and his party had
good luck, although they reported difficult working con-
ditions, walking through sticky mud and surrounded
by billions of hungry mosquitoes. Photographs of mem-
bers of the party showed them to be covered with the
pests so that they looked like Negroes.
Consequently they were not sorry to leave, and using
the lead constantly, we worked across the mouth of
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Roe's 'Velcome, continuing on past Weger Inlet to
Cape Frigid. 'Veather conditions were ideal, with clear
skies and warm, bright sunshine, and I made an at-
tempt to get through Frozen Strait. But the ice was too
bad, and drove us back to 'Yhite Island. 'Ve caught
rain and wind here, but they only lasted for a day, and
we put to sea again, only to be forced again by the ice
to retreat back through the strait and north toward
Repulse Bay. After various encounters with the ice
we finally reached a good anchorage in Duckett's
Cove.
The Norcross party went ashore to see if they could
locate a gyrfalcon's nest and collect birds, while Jack
Angel and Junius also went along, the former for topo-
graphical work and the latter to see if he could locate
any Eskimo ruins. He reported no signs of recent occu-
pation, but found many tent rings and a grave or two.
I added greatly to the marine invertebrate collection
with the dredge and plankton net. The ice damaged one
of my whaleboats while all this was going on, but Junius
and Jack did a splendid repair job, putting on a new
keel and a skeg to protect the propeller. The cove packed
full of ice that night, and the ...T orcross party were forced
to drag their boat over it to the schooner, which was
quite a job.
'Vhen we got under way again I took another look at
Frozen Strait, but it was still far from encouraging, so
I resolved to try to work through Hurd Channel and
get through Lyon Inlet to 'Vinter Island and on over
the Fury and Hecla route. There were times when I
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had a good mind to retreat back through the Welcome
and go north after reaching the east side of Foxe Chan-
nel to Cape Dorchester and from there west to Melville
Peninsula around Cape Penhryn, I had done that in
1927, but I recalled that Parry and Lyon had never
given up in their efforts to get through, and with such
a noble example to inspire us, there was nothing for it
but to do as they did.
'Ve had favorable weather, and toward the end of
August, when we thought we could not get farther
north, the ice began to move, and we were able to squeeze
along. There were times when our keel was too near bot-
tom for comfort, and the dynamite given us by Ruly
Carpenter, who was a vice-president of the Du Pont
Company, was used to great advantage in blowing up
the ice ahead of us. Once we worked into a sort of
cul-de-sac on the high spring tides. August seems a
funny time to have spring tides, but that is when you
get them in these regions. The only way of escape was
to go over a bar, the heavy ice from Frozen Strait hav-
ing blocked the entrance we had used. If we missed this
tide we would have to wait an entire year to get the
lJlorrissey out, and that wouldn't have been so good.
The ice kept coming in, and we had to blow our way
even to reach the bar. It was a two-day job, and we
used a lot of dynamite. By God, sir, you can believe me
when I say that it was a grand relief when we finally
slid into deep water. Once cleared, we worked into 'Vin-
ter Harbor, where the Fury and Hecla wintered in
1821-22. "Vhat we did there is really Norcross's yarn,
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and it is better to let him tell it in his own words.
quote once more from his Times article:
"Because the ice at this point was pressing close on
shore we were able to remain but a short time. But we
organized a small shore party, landing in spite of rafted
ice. Here we spent a day in search of traces of the
winter quarters of the Fury and H eela.
"Every foot of ground was studied carefully. No
trace could be seen of the ships' names that had been
painted on the cliffs. However, late in the afternoon,
when it seemed as if our task would be fruitless, we
stumbled upon something strange-a large hole sur-
rounded by a wall of rocks. Investigation among this
accumulation of broken rocks revealed the tombstone of
J ames Pringle.
"The stone and its inscription were in perfect condi-
tion, despite many storms and years. We were deeply
stirred as we surveyed in silence the wreckage of this
grave. It was difficult to understand why this hero of
the north could not have been permitted to rest in peace
where his comrades laid him in 1822. Such vandalism
amid vast stretches of snow and ice seemed unbelievable.
The Eskimos could not have been responsible, for al-
though treasures are buried with their own dead, their
respect for a grave is stronger than greed or curiosity.
There is a possibility that unprincipled whalers, stray-
ing this far north, may have been the violators.
"At the risk of adverse ice conditions-for delay
meant that the ice was fast closing in on us and there
was danger of being marooned all winter-we deter-
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mined to rebuild the grave of James Pringle. 'Vith the
help of half a dozen men from the ~lorri88ey we fash-
ioned a monument eighteen feet long, twelve feet wide,
and seven feet high. This monument faces the sea and
the original tombstone is placed in the front, set back
and sheltered by a rock to prevent weathering.
"By midnight our task had been completed. 'Ve could
go on now, leaving behind a permanent memorial to
J ames Pringle. Standing by for one memorable mo-
ment, we paid tribute where a century before another
group of explorers had paid homage to a lost shipmate."
'Vhen Norcross and his crowd finished this job, we
got under way again, and on August 15 spotted a polar
bear. 'Ve lassoed him, and a great struggle ensued. 'Ve
kept him on the line for an hour, but he finally got
away, and it is hard to say whether we or the bear felt
more relieved about it. The Morrisscu's rail still bears
the toothmarks of the last bear we had brought aboard
alive. The episode reminded me of the time, twenty-
three years before, to the day, when with Paul Rainey
on the Beothic in the mouth of J one's Sound, I lassoed
and captured Silver King, who was in the Bronx Zoo
for twenty years.
Silver King was first seen on an ice floe. Using the
bow of the Beothic, we cut off the point of the floe on
which he was, and pushed it seaward. 'Ve got a one-
inch manila line around his shoulders, but when it
sagged he reached it and bit it in two. 'Ve tried again,
and this time held the strain so that he could not get at
the hemp, hoisting him aboard and lowering him into
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the empty forward hold. Later we made a cage for
him, and he ultimately ended up in the zoo. Doctor
Ditmars came to City Island to get him, and as I re-
member gaye him about eight pounds of chloroform be-
fore he was ready and willing to travel.
Lyon Inlet filled up with ice while we were building
the Pringle monument, cutting off our retreat to Mur-
ray Harbor. I might say here that going up the eastern
shore of the Melville Peninsula at this time is unusually
difficult because the ice in the southward movement
through Foxe Basin and Channel constantly impinges
on that shore. It looked pretty dubious to me, as I sat
in the crow's-nest, and I knew we were in a jam. Will
Bartlett, my brother, who knows more about ice than
any man living, and who handles the Morrisseu more
tenderly and skillfully than I do, echoed my thought
when he sang out, "Gosh, Skipper, I wonder how we are
going to get out of this place."
And just about as he said it, the current began to run,
and things began happening so thick and fast that we
never had a chance to wonder what was going to happen.
The ice arrived promptly, and it reminded me of a traffic
jam when you want to catch a train out of Pennsylvania
Station, and offer the driver an extra dollar to get you
there in time. 'Ve handled the Morrisseu about the same
way that a chauffeur would handle his cab, except that
we had no lights to help us. Ice was all around us, buf-
feted us, pushed us around, rolled us. \Ve worked our
way as best we could, taking such leads as offered, avoid-
ing as many wallops as we could, easing others. It was
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a wild ride, all right, and I can still mystify myself by
speculating as to how we eyer won through to open
water. It was much too breath-taking for any consid-
eration, or planning ahead. We did what seemed best
at one minute, and let the next take care of itself, and
by keeping this up for a whole lot of minutes we did
make the grade, and resumed progress toward the Strait
of Fury and Hecla, hoping that the wind would keep
the ice away from us and not put us on the beach.
Parry describes the falls of the Barrow River, a place
where his men found rocky dells and flower-strewn
banks after months of snow, ice, storms, gales and all
that. 'Ve put in there, but arrived late in the season,
and the flowers were all gone, while the river was pretty
well dried up. The falls are 90 feet high and 146 feet
wide, and our pictures showed quite a respectable vol-
ume of water rushing over them, although it was noth-
ing like what it must have been in the spring.
The ice followed us here, too, coming in quickly, and
we had to cut and run, despite the fact that our whale-
boat was on shore. I had broken out the recall signal,
but night was coming on and I was worried. The lane
of water between the incoming wall of ice and the land
narrowed as we steamed along, and we couldn't even
slow down to use the lead. We just had to chance it,
full speed ahead. If we hit anything, it would be just
too bad, but if we didn't open her up wide, we'd last
about as long as a cigaret. So we took the bad odds as
against the certainty of disaster, and we got away with
it, working into a hole of open water.
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I put up starshells for the whaleboat. I knew that if
the crowd remained in the Eskimo village on shore they
would be all right, but if they tried to follow us, they
might get into trouble. There wasn't much danger of
losing their lives, but they might easily lose the boat,
and such craft are indispensable for work from a small
schooner in the arctic. In addition, they are a form of
life insurance. For instance, should we lose our pro-
peller, or break a shaft, the two power boats could tow
us in moderate weather. Or if we lost the schooner, we
could take to them. My men are sealers and fishermen
and know how to handle small boats in ice and all kinds
of weather, and we could probably get home safely in
them. And so I did a lot of worrying about what would
happen, only to see a signal flash half an hour later, and
in a few minutes the motor boat arrived alongside, in
good condition.
After this close shave, we kept on working past Cape
Penhryn, and at length won through to the island of
Igloolik, where the Fury and Hecla wintered in 1822-23.
We found no one in the harbor or on the island, although
we discovered the ruins of twenty-five or thirty old Es-
kimo winter houses. Of the Fury and Hecla there was
but one trace, an old clay pipe that must have been
smoked by one of her men. And now we were at the
entrance to the strait, and we steamed on in. We had
made good progress by sunset, which was a magnificent
spectacle, with marvelous coloring. The kah-kah-kah
of the red-throated loon and the splash of an occasional
piece of disintegrating ice were the only sounds. The
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ice was coming out with the ebb tide, and the strings
were wide and closely packed. I could see beyond it to
the unbroken fields of ice ahead of us, just as Parry and
Lyon had a century before, and I knew right then that
we weren't going to get through. We might as well
try to take the ~1orrissey overland, and I figured that
we could do more valuable work by returning to Igloo-
lik for further collecting.
I put all our men ashore with Junius when we were
back there, and they made a good showing in a place
where I think archreological research has seldom if ever
been made. Later, when the material we found was
passed over to the Museum of the American Indian, the
director, George G. Heye, told me he was pleased be-
yond words with the specimens we brought back. vVe
also made many hauls there with the dredge, and the
findings have gone to Doctor Schmitt, and are being
classified.
We found some Eskimos here. They were having an
excellent hunting year, with plenty of walrus, seal, and
some narwhal, and at this time they were catching
salmon and trout in the big river near the village. Like
ourselves, the Eskimos do not require the same amount
of meat in the summer as in the winter, and they live
largely upon fish because it is easier to get. Later, when
autumn comes, they stock up with walrus meat and
blubber for food, light, and heat. Caribou is plentiful,
and the fat is used for food, while the sinew affords
them sewing materials for clothes and shoes, which are
made from the skins of fawns and yearlings.
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The Eskimos living in this section were much better
off than any others I have found. They are free of
all tubercular trouble, and are healthy and strong. The
children look well, and have plenty to eat and to wear.
For one thing, these Eskimos have no desire for white
men's weapons to get their game, and this keeps up their
initiative and makes them able to handle any emerg-
ency. All in all, it is the happiest recollection of the
natives I have had since the days of my youth.
But it was now high time for us to be getting out of
here, and we started off in a light easterly. The current
carried us into shallow water, and when the wind made
up, with snow flurries, the sea kicked up quickly, being
very steep, like the Great Lakes in bad weather. We
were making eight or nine knots under sail, and snoring
along. We could not yet trust our compass, and we
steered by the direction of the wind and by our ther-
mometers. When the mercury went down we knew we
were getting near the ice, and sheared off. Thanks to
our experience in 1927 I knew pretty well how to work
things, to keep veering off to the eastward, using the
thermometers to give us a good offing from the weather
edge of the ice.
When visibility improved the first land we saw was
Cape Queen, high over the water. And at about this
time we rounded the point of the ice and ran south,
paralleling the coast six or seven miles off. '\Ve worked
along past the Trinity Isles in as beautiful a night as I
have ever seen. A few clouds were mixed up with the
thousands of stars, and once in a while the northern
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lights would flood the sky. The moon was almost full,
too, and it was very light. The east wind, blowing off
the Dorset Land shore, was as balmy as though it were
coming over the Sound from Long Island.
The next day the wind was strong, and I had to give
up my plan of going between Salisbury and Mill Isl-
ands. We tacked instead, and anchored in an unnamed
cove on the Dorset shore, calling it l\icKelvey Bight in
honor of Junius Bird's Peggy McKelvey. The crew had
good chance to stretch their legs here, and after that we
came on down to Turnavik without adventure. I found
the people there very well, left some supplies, and made
a nice run to the Indian Tickle. We were caught there
by a northeast gale, and rode it out under Rover's
Island.
From this point to the Domino is about twenty-four
miles, and it is a part of the coast with which I am not
familiar. The small scale chart I had was not so good,
either, but two of my men had fished there for eleven
years, and I figured that they ought to know the water.
This proved to be wrong. At the entrance to Domino
Run coming from the north is a small island, and ships
must pass to the eastward of it. We were pretty close
inshore, and I was up forward with one of my sailor
pilots when the ftlorrissey struck. She hit again as I
was turning, and I rushed aft, yelling to the helmsman
to port his helm. He did it without trying to stop the
engine, and thanks to this we were clear in a few sec-
onds. Fortunately we had been just on the edge of the
shoal, and our luck was driven home when the ledge
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broke clean out of the water in the swell just after we
got away. If a comber had dumped us onto those rocks,
I would have been collecting my insurance on the
schooner a little while later-if I outlived her.
The great difficulty now was to work off the lee shore.
I had not a rag on her, and the engine wasn't powerful
enough to buck the wind, tide and current in the run.
I sang out to give her the linen, and believe me, sir,
there was no lack of willing hands to help with the
canvas. In a brace of shakes we had the foresail, jumbo,
and trysail on her and these, with the engine, took us
off shore into deep water, and through the run. Once
safely in the Atlantic Ocean we had a rough ride, but
a fast one, and the only trouble was that the pounding
on the ledge had given that leak in the propeller sleeve
a whole lot of encouragement. Otherwise she didn't leak
a drop.
From here to Brigus we had a splendid run, and tied
up at our pier just as we had so many times before.
Norcross, Robert Dove, and Jack Angel left us, and I
spent a few days with mother before taking the "bfor-
rissey to the Mc",Villiams yard, where we laid her up
for the winter. Another cruise was done, and with it a
lot of excitement and a lot of wonderful times-mixed
with some bad ones.
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CONCLUSION
T H E end of a story does not necessarily meanthe end of the hero or heroine, and it is so withmy little schooner. Many years she has sailed the
seas, and I hope she will go right on. Gerard B. Lam-
bert, the yachtsman, gave me an old Ratsey mainsail
from his Class J sloop Vanitie, and it furnished me
enough canvas for an entire suit of sails for the 1J'lor-
rissey. She will live up to that superfine cloth, for she
is a great schooner. I love her as a man can love his
vessel, and if she is not as young as she was once, neither
am I. Together we have much to do in the north yet,
and I know that neither of us feel old. And I pray
that we may be able to do it together.
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